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THE BAILIFF'S MAID, 



CHAPTER L 



The old Frau Oberforstmeisterin had been dead 
more than a year. A year is a long time for the 
dead, who, as we all know, soon pass out of mem- 
ory also, and the old lady in Hirschwinkel had, 
to use an expression common in her part of the 
country, left no * friendship'* behind her. No one 
had bought or worn a scrap of mourning garb 
on her account. Therefore her lonely existence 
might have vanished like the extinguished light 
of a candle, without a trace, had she not during 
her lifetime been distinguished as possessing a 
character stamped by marked eccentricity, — an 
impression which does not easily fade from the 
minds of survivors. 

The few villagers whose path now and then led 
them past the manor-house of Hirschwinkel still 
continued, therefore, to glance up at the bow-win- 
dow in the upper story, in the persistent expecta- 

* Belatives. 

1* 6 



6 THE BAILIFF'S MAID. 

tion that a small feminine head, the brow and 
temples shaded by snowy cutis, and with steel eye- 
glasses resting on the bridge of the nose, would 
turn briskly at the sound of their steps and scan 
them through the window-pane. That scrutinizing 
gaze over the eye-glasses had always detected any 
carefully concealed hole in the sleeve, or spot of 
dirt upon the apron or petticoat of the women, as 
well as any trace of grief or suffering, however 
quietly endured, upon the face of the passer-by, 
and in the one case would come down from the 
window a word of stern reproof, while in the other 
there was sure to be a summons to bring that woe- 
begone face to the house as soon as possible. 

The labourers in the forest, the wood-cutters, 
pitch-boilers, and soot-burners, missed her sadly. 
The * little old forest witch,* with her firm, quick 
step, had been sure to make her appearance among 
them continually. They were all familiar with her 
black crape cap and her large square shawl thrown 
about her shoulders, with the tripping feet in white 
stockings, about which the black shoestrings were 
crossed several times after the old fashion, with 
the green satin knitting-bag on her arm, and with 
the intelligent white poodle that always trotted 
beside his venerable mistress. 

The green bag was always stuffed to overflowing 
with freshly-plucked herbs, to gather which she 
would bend her old back unweariedly, and the 
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primeval receptacle waa sure to contain an entire 
armamentarium of surgical instruments, rolls of 
plaster, and small bottles of medicine, with several 
cakes of coarse soap ; for, while other benevolent 
souls would prepare hot soup for the poor, the 
Frau Oberforstmeisterin made soap for them in a 
huge wash-boiler. She was a terror to dirty human 
beings, a resolute physician for the sick, and a ver- 
itable scolding and exorcising demon when she 
encountered any flourishing Thuringian supersti- 
tion. Only let her suspect that there had been any 
charming or conjuring over wounds or disloca- 
tions, and she would deliver a stinging reprimand, 
and read the culprits a lecture * with notes,* as the 
saying was. 

She had died a natural death of a fever, the re- 
sult of a cold taken while gathering herbs upon 
a windy hill-top. As she had been constantly de- 
lirious from the first day of her illness to its close, 
and had never to the last recovered her conscious- 
ness, there could, of course, be no doubt that the 
evil spirits to whom she had so stoutly offered bat- 
tle all her life had * got hold of her' at last. She 
certainly must have * seen something' in the forest, 
and had been ' bewitched.' 

There was no testamentary document of any 
kind found among her effects, and therefore her 
estate of Hirschwinkel, which was in excellent con- 
dition, devolved upon a relative of wl^oi^ ^ip human 
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being knew anything, except, indeed, that his name 
was Markus, and that he was the owner of an im- 
portant machine-factory in the neighbourhood of 
Berlin. 

He seemed to value his new possession very 
little, probably having no time to attend to it, and 
it was all rented together. The farmer tenant was 
allowed to live only in the lower part of the house, 
and all the upper story was given over to the rats 
and mice, "and the spiders would soon have the 
key-holes stuffed up with their horrid gray cobweb 
stuff," the tenant's better half, Frau Griebel, was 
wont to observe, with a disdainful shrug of her 
shoulders, for all admittance there was denied to 
herself as well as to broom and scrubbing-bf'ush. 

In the loftier portions of the Thuringian forest 
the grain is never very flourishing, meadow-grass 
and potatoes are the principal crops. The narrow 
valleys lie between the forest-clad mountains, in 
green lines often miles long, like gleaming velvet 
cushions, grass and glittering water alternatifag 
with the smooth white highway and now and then a 
clear trout-stream. Hirschwinkel, on the contrary, 
was a rare, sunny, sheltered corner, a kind of 
island where the summer breezes played among 
the tall corn and waved the yellow wheat. 

The pretty little manor-house lay somewhat re- 
tired from the most frequented roads behind a cur- 
tain of woodland, and it was therefore natural that 
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the stranger who had already walked along the 
forest road for an entire hour should suddenly halt 
to refresh himself with clear spring-water for a 
probably still longer march. 

The thin stream of water that ran down the 
mountain-side among the bare roots of an over- 
hanging fir-tree was cold as ice and most delicious. 
A little silver travelling-cup was repeatedly filled 
and emptied, and then the traveller walked on. 
Over his left shoulder hung his plaid, and at his 
right side a leather wallet ; else the tall figure in 
a light-gray jacket might have been taken for an 
ordinary pedestrian, so leisurely did he walk, so 
thoroughly did he seem to resign himself to the 
enjoyment of the magic of the forest, as he pur- 
sued the pathway which ran among the trunks of 
the trees as if cutting directly into the depths of 
the beechen shades. 

Hitherto he had been a lonely traveller; not a 
human being had he met. He safw the squirrels 
leaping from bough to Bf)ugh, and the green feathers 
of the ferns #n his 'J)athway quivering as some 
small woodland creltture skurried away through 
the net-work of plants that the creative force in the 
woodland soil threw across the very ruts in the 
road. The lightly stirred air wafted to him the 
fragrance of strawberries, and at times also the ap- 
petizing odour of roast potatoes ; it bore, too, upon 
its wings the sound of the strokes of a distant axe, 
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and for a quarter of an hour the traveller had been 
accompanied on his right hand by the gurgle of a 
flowing stream that he could not see. But now the 
shade on that side gradually grew less dense, — ^there 
was a gleam of sunny meadows, a brawling brook 
made its way among the soft green, and farther on 
turned the wheels of a saw-mill. There, enclosed 
in a frame of darkening woodland, lay all the charm 
of a forest idyl. A narrow bridge spanned the 
water, a primitive affair, through the gaping boards 
of which came the gleam and sparkle of the stream 
beneath. 

The stranger quickened his pace. He walked to 
the bridge, that he might thence enjoy a more 
complete view of the charming landscape ; but he 
was not familiar with the treacherous pranks of 
such carelessly-constructed wooden affairs, for while 
his eyes were fi^ed upon the mill his foot suddenly 
slipped between the fir-trunk forming the outer 
edge of the bridge and the next plank, and there 
remained firmly wedged. 

With an execration upon his lips, and with every 
sign of angry impatience, he tried to extricate his 
foot; but the bridge had no balustrade, and the 
prisoner had not even a walking-stick at his dispo- 
sal, which he might have used to advantage in free- 
ing himself. Wearied and irritated, he paused and 
looked around for some assistance, which in this 
lonely valley seemed hardly likely to be at hand. 
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At this very moment a female figure turned the 
corner from the mill and came directly towards the 
bridge. She carried a bundle of grass on her head, 
steadying it there with one lifted arm. To all ap- 
pearance she was a servant-maid, — a young, shy 
peasant-girl, who was frightened by the stranger 
on the bridge, for her pace, quick at first, was evi- 
dently slackened at sight of him. 

"Halloo! make haste, my child!" he called to 
her impatiently. Whereat she stood as if nailed to 
the ground. 

He muttered something between his teeth about 
the utter stupidity of these peasants, and made an- 
other desperate attempt to extricate himself. In 
view of these struggles the girl might easily see 
that he was not to be feared, but to be helped. She 
paused no longer, but approached him. 

" So you are satisfied now that I am no ogre," 
he said, without looking at her. " Look here, you 
must help me out of this. Stand there close beside 
me, and stand firm, so that I can put my arm upon 
your shoulder." 

She came up to him without a word, but just as 
he waa about to touch her he saw her quietly take a 
handful of grass from her bundle and place it be- 
tween her shoulder and his arm. Ridiculous ! This 
peasant-girl was a prude. 

He paused and withdrew his arm. "You do 
not want to ?" he asked, amused. 
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" No, not at all ! But the miller and his boy 
will not come home until evening, and the miller's 
wife is weak and ill." 

" Indeed ? Then I must pine here like a fox in 
a trap, unless you take pity on me." 

He leaned forward to look under the large white 
kerchief which she had tied over her head and be- 
neath her chin to shield her from the sun. It pro- 
jected like the broad brim of a hat, and screened 
from view her brow and nose, while the lower part 
of her face was even more completely concealed 
by the thick folds of the linen. Pretty or ugly 
must remain an undecided question. 

"Yes, my little prude, I really cannot do without 
you. You must condescend," he added at last, sup- 
pressing his laughter. " Imagine yourself a Sister 
of Charity, and do it for the sake of Christian 
love." 

She was silent, and placed her left hand on her 
hip to add firmness to her position. She was a 
tall, slender, finely-formed girl, and stood like a 
rock as he, resting his arm upon her shoulder, 
struggled violently to withdraw his foot from the 
cleft between the planks. A deep breath, a half- 
suppressed imprecation, reached her ear, and he 
sprang out upon the bridge, where he stamped 
repeatedly, as if to assure himself that the unfortu- 
nate foot was uninjured. 

Meanwhile the girl walked on. 
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" Stay, — one word !" he called after her. 

" I have no time. The fish will spoil," she re- 
plied, without staying her steps. Half turning, she 
showed him that she carried a net with a trout in 
it on her right arm. 

" Could not the fish possibly be replaced ?" 

" No." 

"No? Well, then But my thanks ?" 

" Keep them." 

" Oho ! you are saucy, child," he laughed ; and, 
putting up the silk pocket-handkerchief with which 
he had dusted the powdered fir-bark from his lately 
imprisoned foot, he was at her side in an instant. 

" There seems to be an infernally obstinate head 
under that ugly kerchief," he said. " But what if 
I am quite as obstinate, and absolutely refuse to 
receive your help as a gift ?" 

" In that case you had best return to your place 
on the bridge." 

He laughed, and again eagerly attempted to peep 

beneath the protecting kerchief. The girl was 

clever, — * peasant stupidity' was surely as little to 

be found in her face as upon her tongue. She 

hastily turned her head aside, and he could only 

note her figure. She was poorly clad. The sleeves 

had been removed from her worn gown, and had 

given place to her chemise-sleeves, which fell long 

and beautifully white down over her elbows. A 

faded woollen shawl was clumsily crossed on her 

2 
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bosom and tied in a knot behind, and the thick 
folds of her stiffly-starched blue apron disfigured 
her waist and hips. Doubtless she was a servant. 
The gown, although worn and degraded to a work- 
ing dress, was city-like in its cut, and probably had 
been inherited from her mistress's wardrobe. 

" Well, I must at least press your hand for the 
service you have done me." 

He hastily drew off his right glove, and held out 
to her a white strong hand with a fine seal ring on 
the third finger. 

" My hand is hard," she replied, forbiddingly ; 
the arm upon which the net hung was actually lost 
in the folds of her apron. 

" Yes, yes, I might have known that," he said, 
pleasantly. " Thuringian thistles sting when they 
are touched, I noticed that on the bridge. Are 
you at service in the mill yonder ?" 

She was silent for a moment; then she said, 
" The miller cannot afford a servant; he only rents 
the mill, — it belongs to the manor-house of Hirsch- 
winkel." And she walked on quickly, carrying 
herself straight as a fir, balancing the bundle of 
grass upon her head, and looking neither to the 
right nor to the left. She showed unmistakably 
that she had no desire to be subjected to further 
examination. 

This reserve on the part of a peasant seemed 
to amuse him extremely. He was quite a young 
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man, and his elastic step kept him steadily beside 
her. 

" So the mill belongs to the estate ?" he repeated, 
in a tone of inquiry. " Aha ! now I know where 
you belong. This road leads directly to the manor- 
house of Hirschwinkel ?'' 

" It leads also to the farm." 

He stood still. " Ah, that is the little farm, 
belonging to the estate, that the ruined bailiff 
occupies illegally." 

The face beneath the bundle of grass now turned 
directly towards him. The lower part of the face 

« 

emerged from the folds of the kerchief, and the 
stranger had a momentary glimpse of a charming 
little mouth, with pale lips, now quivering with 
anger. 

" I live at the bailiff's," she said, cutting short 
what he was saying. Absolutely, this poor crea- 
ture, servant as she was, had an air of menace. 

" What the deuce — why, I seem to have offended 
you. Are you so proud of your master ?" 

She was obstinately silent. 

He smiled to himself. " You are wonderfully 
reserved. In the bailiff's service, then! That's 
something. But do you know that for that very 
reason I have a certain right over you ?" 

She recoiled involuntarily. 

"Yes, yes, I am in earnest. I can take your 
bundle of grass from you and appropriate your very 
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kerchief if you cannot prove your master's legal 
right to the meadow where you have been mowing. 
He does not pay his rent, and continues to draw 
profit from a place which he had notice to quit 
more than a year ago. What have you to say to 
this, eh Y' 

She seemed scarcely able to utter a word for a 
moment, and then she said, in a low voice, " That 
you must be the new master of Hirschwinkel." 

"Precisely. Do you not understand now that 
you have every reason to behave well to me ?" 

" I — ^to you ?" She seemed fairly to quiver with 
indignation. 

" Don't be angry !" he said, laughing. " I'm not 
a bad fellow ; on the contrary, I would not now 
take the hard hand which awhile ago * Touch-me- 
not' so roughly refused me, were it oflfered ever so 
kindly. But I should like you to be a little more 
courteous '^ 

" To the enemy of the people whom I love ?" 

" Enemy ? Hm ! yes. Ton are quite right, in- 
asmuch as I am a sworn enemy to notorious gam- 
blers and drunkards, and your bailiff is one who 
ought to consort with his kind." 

The girl sighed deeply, and then said, sadly, 
" Then you mean to " 

" To make short work with your dear master, 
you would say," he interrupted her in a stern tone, 
without relaxing a feature. " Of course ! I shall 
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turn him out, and that on the instant, without mercy, 
the spendthrift, the braggart ! You may rely upon 
that ! I understand no joking in business matters. 
You know now what kind of a man I am ?'* 

" Ah, yes ; a rich man like the one in the Bible." 
"Exactly! A man cannot possibly enter the 
kingdom of heaven just because he is rich, poor 
fellow! Yes, yes, you are right; a tyrant, a blood- 
sucker, a man who in money matters has a heart of 
stone, or rather no heart at all, — ^a practical man of 
business. But do not run so fast, my girl !" 

In fact, she had quickened her pace to an actual 
run, and this time Herr Markus was left behind. 
He looked long and fixedly after her. The girl was 
a right royal Thuringian, for in spite of her clumsy, 
ugly dress, her figure was full of life and uncon- 
scious grace in the play of her youthful, healthful 
limbs. "What a pity that that charming form must 
be so wasted and worn by sun and storm, labour 
and poverty, as to become in a short time hard and 
angular, — a woman old before her time ! Meanwhile, 
it was very doubtful whether the head and face, 
freed from that kerchief, would not gainsay the 
grace of the figure. The lovely mouth offered no 
surety that the girl did not squint or have coarse 
features, that she was not freckled and red-haired. 
But no; there was the end of a thick, dark braid 
escaping from beneath the kerchief, — ^her hair was 

not red. 
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CHAPTER IL 

The girl had scarcely gone twenty steps when a 
short fat woman, in a brown round straw hat and 
a loose jacket, came from a side-path leading out 
into the road, walked up to the hurrying figure, 
and caught her by the apron. 

" Look here, girl ! Have you really such a plen- 
tiful store of roasting potatoes that at the end of 
June — the end of June, I say — ^you can stuff the 
unwashed mouths of beggar-boys with them ?" she 
asked. It did not sound like scolding ; the woman 
spoke very slowly and calmly, but emphatically. 
It was plain that it was her habit to take people to 
task in all good faith and good humour. " I creep 
into the cellar-corners on all-fours every day to 
scrape up a few potatoes for salad at our dinner, 
and there" — she pointed in the direction whence 
she had come — " there they are roasting in heaps. 
'Tis enough to vex one. We pay to the minute a 
high rent for poor soil, and your bailiff's folk har- 
vest the best fields, do just as they choose, and 
never a .word of paying " 

" Let me go, Frau !" the girl exclaimed in a tone 
half of command and half of entreaty, as she tried 
to walk on. 
18 
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"Frau, Frau!" the fat little woman repeated, 
evidently vexed, and without letting go the apron. 
"Am I a day-labourer's wife? and have you no 
manners, girl ? If you had said * Frau Steward,* 
or only ' Frau Griebel,' — but just simply * Frau' ! 
You are not a hair better than your master. You 
have all kinds of fine things that are not paid for, 
and there's a very devil of arrogance and vanity in 
your head. Are you ever seen in field or meadow 
without that scarecrow ?" She pointed to the white 
kerchief on the girl's head. " Look here : when a 
girl is at service she has no business to think 
whether the sun burns a few freckles more or less 
on her skin; pegple only laugh at you, and say 
that a basket for your grass is not grand enough 
for you. Hereabouts they don't carry the fodder 
home on their heads ; 'tis not the fashion with us. 

And let me see " She leaned forward. "Why, 

good gracious, you have a trout in that net ! Only 
look at it, — a trout! Yes, yes; they know very 
well what's good at the farm." 

" The fish is for the invalid." 

" Oh, yes ; it is got for the invalid, and the Herr 
Bailiff eats it, the old glutton ! You see, my girl, 
if I didn't know that, I should often send over a 
quail or something good. I'm not a monster, and 
I really pity " 

" We thank you — no !" came abruptly from be- 
neath the white kerchief. 
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" "We thank you — no !" the stout little woman 
repeated mockingly, — "you chattering thing you! 
Who is 'we,' pray ? True, the bailiffs people man- *- 
aged their large property badly indeed, — the very 
shirts on their backs hardly belong to them ; but 
they were always fine folk for all that, and far 
enough from being your equals.'' 

Meanwhile, Herr Markus had approached, and 
had been standing beside the speaker unobserved 
by her. He could hardly suppress a laugh. The 
stout little woman had curtseyed ironically and 
gravely quite down to the ground when she mim- 
icked the girl, and it was too comical. She still 
held the apron fast, and it seemed to the on-looker 
that there was a captive bird to be set free. 

"Why so much irritation, my little friend?" 
he said, interrupting her discourse. 

The woman started somewhat at this unexpected 
addition to the party, but she did not at all lose her 
self-possession. She clumsily turned her head and 
scanned the stranger from head to foot out of a pair 
of small light-blue eyes. 

" What business have you with me ?" she asked, 
dryly. "I am an honest woman, and not at all 
inclined to be 'my little friend' for every fellow 
that comes sneaking here like a rat into a dove- 
cote." 

He suppressed a smile, and said, with provoking 
composure, " Whatever you may say will be of no 
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use. * My little friend' will within an hour give me 
a cup of coffee, and this evening will make me a 
good omelette ; ^ my little friend' will see that I am 
well lodged for the night, and be quiet as a mouse 
while I conduct myself at Hirschwinkel as though 
I were at home." 

" Oh, good gracious, 'tis a joke ! You are Herr 
Markus !" And she laughed in surpriise, although 
the unexpected arrival of the new master robbed 
her of not one whit of her self-possession. " Why 
did you not say so at once? Have you come at 
last from your old sandy pit to see the blessed spot 
of earth that the dear God has, as it were, thrown 
into your lap ? Well, and what do you think of it ? 
Have you ever in all your life seen such woods, 
such meadows, such mountains ? It's high time 
you came, Herr Markus, high time ! The mice are 
careering over our heads in squadrons, and I shall 
like to see the clouds of moths that will rise tip 
from the woollen stockings and undeqackets of 
the late Frau Oberforstmeisterin when the nest is 
finally cleared up." 

Meanwhile the girl, at last set free, had hurried 
away. Herr Markus looked after her over Frau 
Griebel's head. The road along which she was 
walking lay in broad sunshine. Green meadows 
bordered it on either side, and at a short distance 
opposite the forest parted wide to receive it ; tall 
beeches, like the trees of an avenue, cast their 
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shadows here and there across a path that led 
sharply to the left. 

" Does Hirschwinkel lie in that direction ?" asked 
Herr Markus, pointing towards an isolated group 
of trees behind which the girl had vanished. Even 
as she turned aside, her figure had stood out a 
strangely unfamiliar shape against the background, 
more like that of some slender brown Fellah girl 
from the shores of the Nile than of a sturdy 
daughter of the Thuringian forest. 

" Good gracious, what a queer question !" Frau 
Griebel said, with a laugh. "Why, you are in the 
midst of Hirschwinkel, and have been walMng for 
full half a league upon your own land. There, be- 
tween the trees, you can see the back-buildings of 
the house. Did you mention a cup of coflfee, Herr 
Markus? You shall have a cup of coffee at the 
Griebels' the like of which you never tasted. 
Walk on in that dry part of the path ; follow your 
nose; you can't go astray. I'll slip round by 
the back way, through the court-yard, into the 
kitchen. I must see that the maid has some boil- 
ing water." 

The manner in which the fat little woman pur- 
sued her way through the crackling bushes could 
scarcely be called ' slipping,' but she managed to 
get along quickly enough, and was soon lost to 
sight. 

The manor-house was a perfectly unpretending 
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edifice, an old house with a high-pointed roof, the 
gable-end well protected on the weather-side by a 
covering of tiles. It had once been whitewashed, 
and its monotonous front fa5ade was relieved only 
by a two- storied bow-window, hung so thick from 
foundation to eaves with forest-ivy that the windows 
in its three sides looked like mediseval loop-holes. 
Below, the retired house had been provided with 
green shutters for safety, but in the upper story 
were to be seen behind the dusty window-panes 
white muslin curtains trimmed with coarse cro- 
chetted lace. In the extensive wall that, flanking 
the house on both sides, enclosed the entire court- 
yard, there was on the right of the entrance a 
handsome massive double door with a glittering, 
polished metal latch ; on the left, the wall extended 
without interruption to the corner, where it was 
crowned by a wooden green-wreathed pavilion, 
perched there like a little round nest. Cherry- 
and apple-trees nodded over the wall, and behind 
them could be seen the tall tops of chestnuts and 
beeches. 

The former home of the Frau Oberforstmeis- 
terin produced the impression of a surprisingly 
comfortable place of abode. Beneath the win- 
dows the sod was close and even, as if constantly 
shorn, and farther on, on the gentle incline of the 
valley, lay the farm-land, with its waving grain, its 
fields of rape and millet, and the luxuriant flax- 
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meadows, covered, as it were, with a delicate blue 
veil. 

Herr Markus had sauntered slowly along after 
Frau Griebel's disappearance, and now stood in 
full view of the * spot of earth that the dear God 
had, as it were, thrown into his lap.' The divine 
peace of the forest breathed around him. The 
deafening noise and throbbing of his factory, the 
restless hurry and bustle of the streets of Berlin, 
where he was also at home, — ^how wide, how world- 
wide was the distance at which they all lay behind 
him at this moment ! 

A couple of turkeys leisurely walked out of the 
gate that had probably been hastily opened to re- 
ceive him, and from a chimney a cloud of smoke 
suddenly rose into the clear blue sky. Frau Griebel 
was evidently at work among her pots and pans, 
making preparations for the refreshment of the 
new master. " ' Gentle concord, heavenly peace' !" 
Herr Markus murmured to himself. " Soothing 

quiet Good heavens !" He started, and looked 

towards the open window on the ground-floor, 
whence came the loud chords of a piano ; then he 
shook himself, with a laugh. " Tyrant, — ^horrible 
rattletrap ! Even to this spot it pursues one with 
its sounding hammers !" he exclaimed, with comic 
pathos, and hastily passed through the gate into 
the court-yard. Here he was greeted by a furious 
barking. 
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" Sultan, you old rogue, be quiet ! There's no 
hearing one's self speak !" Frau Griebel screamed 
from the doorway of the house. " Down, or I'll 
take the stick to you !'' 

Sultan crept into his kennel, and, " God bless 
your home-coming !" said Frau Griebel, in a very 
different tone, as she extended both hands to the 
* new master/ 

" This is Peter Griebel, my good husband/' And 
she put her arm within that of her husband, who 
stood beside her. " And — do you hear that, Herr 
Markus ? — ^that is my Louise playing so beautifully. 
She is playing the march from the ' Prophet' in 
your honour. She is the best scholar at her board- 
ing-school, and means to be a governess. Well, 
now you know all my ducks and geese." 
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CHAPTEB III. 
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The * new master* declined to have coffee served 
in the 'heat room,' where 'my Louise' was still 
bravely poonding away at the ' sounding ham- 
mers.' He insisted, in spite of all Frau Giiebel's 
protestations as to dust, mice, and cobwebs, that 
he must establish himself in his own domun, and 
forthwith went up-stairs. 

He had ordered that the seals on the doors of 
his deceased relative should not be removed be- 
fore his arrival : so now he tore off the strips of 
paper from the door, and Herr Peter Qriebel 
opened it The interior arrangement of the suite 
of rooms in the upper story of the house was as 
homelike and attractive as its exterior. 

Frau Griebel carefully drew up one of the win- 
dow-shades. 8he was exultant: the panes were 
dim with dust, and upon the top of the nearest 
table she wrote with an unskilled finger, and smiling 
sardonically, a couple of grotesque letters in the 
coating of fine white powder. But the boards of 
the floor were white and spotless, and a strong fra- 
grance of stonecrop and other herbs filled the apart- 
ments, in which there had always been a draught of 
fresh air through ventiladoii'holes in the roof. 
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OpoD windows and a little dusting will make 
it all right again," said the new master, gajly, un- 
l)olting the centre casement of the bow-wiudow. 

" And where are the stuffed-up key-holes, 
Jettcheu?" Herr Peter Griebel asked, grinning. 
" Where are the Bpiders you've been grumbling 
about all winter? Our old Frau was a very proper 
old woman, and never suffered such things about 
her. "Where were they to come from, Jettchen V 

" Give a look at the book-room, Peter, before 
you are so ready with your wisdom ! On those 
high shelves, and behind the books, you'll see what 
you will see. There is enough to read there, Herr 
MarkuB, — books without end. And the old Frau 
had everything in them in her own head, Herr 
Markus. She was doctor and apothecary in one, 
and a thousand times cleverer than the miserable 
fellow over in Tillroda who makes the people call 
him doctor. And for that very reason, of course, 
he had a spite agiunst our determined old Prau; and 
BO had the pastor, who, when he preached at her 
grave, swd she had been a godless woman, and all 
because she would hear nothing of the devil or his 
arts, and detested the folk who were always turning 
up their eyes. N"ever mind, she's in heaven now. 
That fellow in Tillroda cannot prescribe to the dear 
Qod as to who shall go there and who not." 

" Yes, she was a clever woman, the Frau Ober- 
forstmeisterin," said Peter Griebel. " She knew all 
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about the management of a farm just like a man. 
I was her agent only for the last two years, but, old 
fellow as I am, she taught me more than I learned 
in ten with my former master. Only look there !" 
He pointed with outstretched arm to the bloom- 
ing landscape without. " All that is principally her 
work, for they say the Oberforstmeister understood 
next to nothing about it. To be sure, the couple of 
acres there behind the pine-grove have been allowed 
to run down badly; they belong to the farm, and 
are not well managed; the lawyer of course will 
have written you about if 

"Yes; Bailiff Franz has rented that farm for four 
years, and in the deceased woman's books, which 
are a model of order and exactness, there is not to 
be found a single record of any payment of the 
rent " 

" Our old Frau always winked at that, because the 
bailiff's wife had been a friend of hers from child- 
hood," the little woman said, by way of explanation. 
" They were over head and ears in debt at the bail- 
iff's, and the creditors took everything from them. 
Then the Frau Oberforstmeisterin took pity on them 
and gave them the farm; not for nothing, of course, 
she was too strict and orderly in her ideas of money 
for that, but for a mere song; and even that the old 
swindler never paid " 

She interrupted herself, and put her hand in 
her pocket. "There, look here, Peter; just what I 
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always tell you !" She turned to her husband and 
squeezed before his eyes a small roasted potato, 
the yellow mealy inside of which gave forth a most 
appetizing fragrance. " Over in the Count's wood 
the Tillroda boys are picking strawberries, and 
there lay half a bushel of these gifts of heaven in 
the hot ashes " 

" What of it, Jettchen ?" 

"What of it, Peter!'* she mimicked him, an- 
grily. "What do you mean? Must those rogues 
have the very best ? And when I asked, * Where 
did these come from?' the rascals all called out 
impudently, ^Not from Frau Griebel, but from the 
bailiff's maid.' Herr Markus, I wish no harm to 
the people over there ; for all I care they may live 
in the tenant-house for all eternity and pay no rent ; 
but they have the best soil for potatoes on the whole 
estate " 

" Jettchen, take care what you say !" her husband 
interrupted her. " We have no cause to complain, 
we do very well, and none of my family shall put 
Herr Markus up to making short work with those 
people. The bailiff is old, his wife has been ill in 
bed for a year, and if the maid does not know how 
to manage ^" 

"Yes, the maid; there's a girl for you," said 

Frau Griebel, with a contemptuous shrug. " Why, 

you saw her yourself, Herr Markus, — ^the girl in 

the worn city-made gown and the scarecrow on her 

8* 
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head. Now, to be sure, she carries her bundle of 
grass on her head as if she had been born to it, but 
at first— oh, good gracious !" 

" Does she not belong to this part of the country ?" 
Herr Markus asked, with interest. 

"Heaven forbid! Judging by her tongue she 
must come from far away. See, this was how it 
came about. Very soon after our old Frau died 
the Frau Bailiff took to her bed, and their maid 
ran away because she never could get a farthing 
of wages; that was bad, for no other could be 
found anywhere. I was talking of going over to 
set things to rights a bit, although none of them 
had ever troubled themselves about any of us, when 
all of a sudden a niece of the bailiff's appeared. 
She was a governess in some large town, as the 
Frau Oberforstmeisterin had once told me, and she 
brought the girl with her to help. Everything now 
is heaped upon the maid's shoulders, for the gov- 
erness-Fraulein will touch neither frying-pan nor 
broom.'* 

" Brr !" groaned Herr Markus, and shivered. 

" Well, what of it ?" Frau Griebel said, surprised, 
her little blue eyes opened to their widest extent 
beneath her blonde eyebrows. 

" Why, you see, my dear Frau Griebel, my nerves 
are not strong. I suffer from an invincible antipa- 
thy for governesses." And a flash of fun lit up his 
fine face for an instant. 
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" Does that mean that you do not like governesses ? 
Why, there you touch me, Herr Markus. My Louise 
wants to be one ; not, indeed, like that one over 
there, — ^I don't like her either. She must give me 
a helping hand with my work in her vacations, — 
there's no doubt of that. She can bake, and stew, 
and stuff fowls to perfection, and in the dairy she 
is just as much at home as I am, and her cheeks are 
as red as an apple, and she is as fresh and healthy, 
thank God, as possible. Til never let her live in a 
large town, for there they always lose their colour 
and grow affected, just like Fraulein Franz at the 
farm. I only saw her once at the church in Tillroda, 
but that was enough for me. She is just such a hop- 
pole as her maid, terribly stuck up, and her face is 
little and white, as it seemed to me from my seat in 
church " 

She suddenly interrupted herself and walked to 
the door, "Here I stand chattering, wasting time, 
and really I scarcely know whether I am on my 
head or my heels with all I have to do ! Peter, you 
must bring me some young doves from the cote and 
find me some fresh eggs, while I pour out the 
coffee. Afterwards I must have these rooms swept 
You can amuse yourself meanwhile, Herr Markus, 
by looking about here at all these curiosities." 

She left the room, followed by her * Peter,' 
while Hhe new master' left the window to examine 
the apartment more closely. 
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The bow-window was directly in the centre of 
the front wall of the room, and was flanked on 
either side by another large window. Thus a flood 
of light streamed into the apartment through green- 
flowered chintz curtains, and brought into strong 
relief two portraits that looked down from the 
opposite wall. 

A flush of irritation rose to the young man*s 
cheek, and his brow contracted, at sight of the fine 
manly figure in a green hunting-jacket, enclosed in 
a faded, dusty wreath of ivy. Yes, thus he must 
have looked, the haughty Herr Oberforstmeister, 
who had repudiated his only sister because she had 
given her heart to a man from the working-classes, 
and, in spite of her father's angry opposition, had 
married him. This sister was the mother of young 
Markus. Yes, here was official arrogance person- 
ified, — ^the man who all his life long had refused 
to acknowledge any relationship with the * lock- 
smith, the sooty rascal,' although the locksmith's 
shop came in the course of time to develop into a 
gigantic and important factory, bearing on its walls 
an honoured name. The Herr Oberforstmeister 
had been of an aspiring turn of mind ; he had de- 
termined that the woman whom he brought to 
his home as a wife should be of the old noblesse ; 
she had been poor and the last of her name, but as 
the young man stood before the two pictures he no 
longer believed that her lofty descent had been her 
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chief charm in her husband's eyes. There were 
traces of intense passion in the face of the haughty 
huntsman; his glance glowed darkly, and the 
youthful bride at his side, with the myrtles in her 
bosom, was lovely as an angel, and of such inde- 
scribable beauty of expression that it was impossi- 
ble to believe that the characteristics it betokened 
could be so transitory and perishable that they were 
now mouldering in the earth. 

In the paternal home of Herr Markus these two 
people had rarely been mentioned. As a boy he 
had not known that he had an uncle and aunt 
living in Thuringia; he was greatly surprised 
when one day there came a letter from the Frau 
Oberforstmeisterin to his mother announcing the 
sudden death of her brother, who had been struck 
with apoplexy at a hunting-supper given by his 
prince. This announcement was the occasion of 
a long discussion between his parents, resulting in 
a very short and formal letter of condolence writ- 
ten by his father to * the lady,' and later in a still 
more formal renunciation on his mother's part of 
all claim to the effects of her brother, who had died 
without children, — ^the last letter being addressed to 
the agent of his estate. After this it seemed as if a 
veil had fallen over the event ; it was never again 
alluded to. Since the arrogant official had repu- 
diated his sister and his brother-in-law, the artisan 
had been proud enough to ignore him to the end. 
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And what had the lovely lady thought of this 
unnatural state of affairs? There was no arro- 
gance in her face, but much tenderness and sweet- 
ness. She had surely loved the man of her choice 
beyond all else, and had blindly followed where he 
led. Perhaps after his death she had wished to offer 
his sister the hand of reconciliation, since she had 
attempted to establish some written communication 
with her, but it had been sternly rejected. And 
now the only son of this sister was heir to Hirsch- 
winkel. Had the departed Frau purposely made 
no will that her husband's property might fall into 
the hands of those who alone had any right to it ? 

He could scarcely turn away, his gaze from the 
fair young face that looked out from an almost 
fabulous profusion of light silken curls, but he was 
also desirous to stroll through the place where the 
lonely woman had spent so many years in retire- 
ment. The doors were open into all the rooms, — 
he could overlook the whole dwelling at a glance. 
What a difference there was between the antique, 
well-worn objects about him and the modern lux- 
ury reigning in the gorgeous villa that his dead 
father had built in the neighbourhood of his fac- 
tory ! 

The bow-windowed room was the finest, with its 
glass door and the stuffed furniture covered with 
green-flowered chintz, like the curtains. There 
was exquisite Meissner porcelain in the cabinets. 
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and, besides some good oil-paintings, a large mirror 
hung upon the walls. This must have been the 
wife's special room ; her husband's adjoined it. His 
widow had survived him for some twenty years, 
but his dressing-gown still hung upon its nail, as 
though the master of the house had just exchanged 
it for his uniform. His tobacco-pipes were neatly 
arranged on the shelf, and the writing-table had 
evidently been carefully kept in the disorder in 
which the Oberforstmeister had left it when he 
departed for the chase whence he was never to 
return. 

A strange sensation took possession of the young 
man. It seemed as though the sound of footsteps 
other than his own must fall upon his ear in these 
cosey rooms. The lonely woman had contrived to 
make the dear ones who had died a living pres- 
ence about her. Next came the sleeping-room. 
Close beside one bed was a child's crib covered 
with a gay quilt, as if just made up after the small 
sleeper had been taken from it. A wealth of tender 
longing must have filled this woman's heart to its 
last throb ; but hers had been a strong healthy 
nature, that had never dreamed away the remainder 
of life in useless agony. This was clearly shown 
in the * book-room,' the entire contents of which 
the old Frau was thought to have carried in her 
head, and the same witness was borne by the ad- 
joining herb-room, the walls of which were hung 
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with bundles of healing plants which the dead 
woman had been unwearied in collecting in the 
forest, that she might convert them in her small 
laboratory into medicine and essences. 

Returning to the bow-windowed room, Herr Mar- 
kus, in passing, opened an upper drawer of a cabi- 
net. "Within lay a square shawl neatly folded, and 
beside it a large green satin knitting-bag, from the 
mouth of which there stuck out some dried stems 
of plants. Those must be the last herbs that the 
old Frau had gathered in the death-dealing wind 
on the hill-side. The withered leaves fluttered 
down on the floor when the young man drew open 
the mouth of the bag. "With the herbs, it contained 
a small case of surgical instruments, a smelling- 
bottle, and a well-worn note-book. 

"With some hesitation, Herr Markus turned over 
the leaves of the little book. Here and there be- 
tween them were pressed various plants, their Latin 
names correctly written beneath them. Receipts, 
observations with regard to farming and house- 
keeping, reflections, and the beginnings of various 
letters were scattered through these pages. The 
book had evidently been the Frau Oberforstmeis- 
terin's constant companion on her lonely walks, 
and in it she had jotted down everything that 
occurred to her at the moment, — a strange mem- 
orandum-book, from which the departed spirit 
looked forth in all its moods, unadorned and un-self- 
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conscious, — ^more distinctly portrayed, perhaps, than 
it could ever have been in life by eye and voice. 

The knitting-bag was reverently deposited in its 
place again, but Herr Markus kept the book, and 
seated himself in the bow-window behind the work- 
table of the deceased, to peruse its contents still 
more eagerly. "What had the last thoughts of this 
rare woman been before she had lain down upon 
her death-bed? There was one page written closely 
in a delicate hand, and after it were only the fair, 
unwritten leaves. What was written here was: 
" Upon conscientious reflection I have determined 
after all to make a will, not in respect to the col- 
lective property of my deceased husband, — ^you 
know that I have never considered myself as pos- 
sessing any right to its disposal; on the contrary, I 
have simply been its steward during my lifetime. 
But the case is otherwise with the farm. It was my 
betrothed's first birthday present to me. I used the 
income from it during my married life for my pin- 
money, — for my charities, and I even saved enough 
from it to purchase a small mortgage on the Till- 
roda inn. Of this, therefore, I can and will dispose 
with a good conscience. It is possible that I may 
die before my unhappy friend at the farm, in which 
case she would, in default of any testamentary pro- 
vision on my part, be exposed to terrible destitution. 
As for that braggart the bailifi*, with his invincible 

propensity for squandering, I want to have nothing 

4 
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to do with him, and I cannot even make over the 
farm to his wife if I do not want this last hope of 
hers to be wasted in extravagance and dissipation ; 
she is so weak where her husband is concerned, — a 
leaf in the wind ! What do you think of my be- 
queathing it to Agnes Franz, the niece ? Come to 
Hirschwinkel as early as you can in the week. 
N.B., not without the two legal witnesses.'* 

This was the sketch of a letter that was doubt- 
less to have been directed to the Frau Oberforst- 
meisterin's lawyer. Perhaps she had stopped at 
the farm on her last botanical excursion, and some- 
thing that had then taken place there had induced 
her to jot down these lines to her man of business. 
Death had prevented her from copying them. 

Herr Markus shut the book and put it carefully 
away in his breast-pocket. Here was an important 
discovery, — an unlooked-for piece of information 
which imposed a certain task upon him. His face 
darkened in unmistakable annoyance. The deceased 
Frau Oberforstmeisterin wanted to have nothing 
to do with that * braggart the bailiff.' Well, 
then, her heir was quite as little inclined to have 
anything whatever to do with the bailiff's niece, the 
* governess-Fraulein.' 

He saw her with his mind's eye : her white well- 
kept hands that could perform so graceful a play 
where men were present ; he recalled the smatter- 
ing of French, the few pencil sketches, the Moon- 
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light Sonata, and a resigned face with a coquettish 
downward glance in the eyes, — all the requisites 
which, in his eyes, went to the forming of such 
a superficial governess-person. Long after his 
mother's de3-th his father had married again. The 
fruit of this marriage was a daughter, — a charming 
little girl, who idolized her * big brother.' ffis 
step-mother, who after his father's death still con- 
tinued at the head of her step-son's household, had 
thought herself incapable of rightly directing the 
education of her high-spirited child, and accord- 
ingly their small family circle had been increased 
by the presence there of a governess during the 
past four years. During these years, however, the 
position .had been filled by three young women in 
turn, since the desire of each to become the mis- 
tress of the Markus household had greatly inter- 
fered with the fulfillment of her duties as in- 
structress. 

His lips curled angrily at the thought.- No, he 
had not yet allowed himself to be married for the 
sake of his fine establishment Involuntarily his 
eyes turned to the woman's portrait on the wall, — 
that attractive creature had nothing in common 
with that other species. So she had never regarded 
herself during the time of her widowhood as other 
than the steward of Hirschwinkel ? She had kept 
guard over the inheritance of the son of the despised 
^ locksmith,' and had increased it, even when the 



40 THE BAILIFF'S MAID, 

hand that she extended had been rejected by of- 
fended pride. A woman of great strength of char- 
acter and loftiness of soul she must have been, — 
that tender white lily looking down upon him in 
bridal humility from the framing golden curls. 
His heart swelled with a strange, vague yearning. 
" What ! sentimental ?" He shook off the ' silly' 
mood as something morbid. 

" Did you not hear me, Herr Markus V^ asked 
Praja Griebel, who had just entered and set down 
the coffee-tray On the sofa-table. " And yet my 
china made a louder clatter than it ought to. There 
you sat staring over at the wall, just, upon my word, 
as if you had fallen in love with our Frau." 

He laughed and stood up. "Head over ears, 
Prau Griebel. She was the one for me, — all the 
same, old or young." 

"Don't talk nonsense, Herr Markus!" She 
paused in wiping a plate, turned her head clumsily 
toward him, and looked almost vexed. " Such an 
old creature ! Far off she did often look as red 
and white as an apple-blossom, but she was as 
wrinkled as a dried peach, — ^her curly head was 
snow-white, and the slender young thing had come 
at last to order people about like a general." 



CHAPTER IV. 

Here Markus had originally limited his stay in 
Hirschwinkel to three days at the most After the 
•unavoidable inspection of his new estate, he wished 
to make a tour through the Thuringian forest as 
far as Franconia. But three days had already 
passed since his arrival, and it never occurred to 
him to pursue his plan of a tour, nor did he now 
contemplate even the possibility of selling the 
remote out-of-the-way estate, as he had intended to 
do before leaving Berlin. Nothing would have in- 
duced him now to resign this charming nook, which 
had received him as kindly as if he had been born 
in the friendly old manor-house. 

He occupied the bow-windowed room and a 
sleeping-room adjoining it on the right. The suite 
of rooms on the left, beginning with the Oberforst- 
meister's study and ending in the laboratory, had 
been carefully aired and swept, and then kept, like 
eome depository of relics, closely locked. They 
must never be used, the ' new master' declared, to 
Frau Griebel's intense vexation. 

He seemed to himself like a hermit who, with- 
drawn to his lonely mountain-top, is scarcely aware 

4* 41 
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that the flood of hximan trafiic is still dashing on- 
ward at its foot, because he hears it no longer. It 
was so quiet in the manor-house. Everything be- 
longing to a farm was confined to the second large 
court-yard back of the cleanly-kept gravelled en- 
closure. Here only the favourite turkeys were 
allowed to strut about ; on one side a gayly painted 
dove-cote and a spreading pear-tree rose in the air, 
and Sultan's kennel stood near the gateway like a 
guard-house. Bustling as Frau Griebel might be 
in her housekeeping, she allowed no noise in the 
front part of the house, no loud talking or slam- 
ming of doors by the servants ; and outside, before 
the windows, it was still more quiet. It was only 
very rarely that a woman with a bundle of fagots 
on her back, or a troop of children in search of 
berries, passed along the path that traversed the 
bit of lawn in front of the manor-house. 

Herr Markus did not, however, consult his com- 
fort only in remaining upon the estate; there were 
matters of business in question. A railway that 
had been projected long since was again talked of, 
and, as it was to pass through Hirschwinkel, there 
were deeds to be made out It threatened to pass 
through the most fertile portion of the estate, while, 
in farmer Griebel's opinion, it might just as well 
make use of a more barren tract. 

Herr Markus had explored every corner of his 
new possession. Wherever he went he found 
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model management, and an evident effort to pre- 
serve the excellence of the soil like some precious 
jewel. The ' farm' indeed, branch though it was 
of this fruitful domain, showed like some poor rag 
patched on to it. 

" So long as the Frau Oberforstmeisterin lived, 
the farm always looked tolerably well," said Peter 
Qriebel ; " the bailiff had a wholesome respect for 
our old Frau, and often followed the plough him- 
self. He kept a man-servant then, but he soon fol- 
lowed the maid, and old age has set in with the 
bailiff, — ^he walks with a stick. Nothing would be 
done in the fields now if the keeper over in the 
Count's forest did not take compassion on them. 
He comes from the place where the bailiff once had 
a farm on the royal lands ; he was a day-labourer 
there, and seems very fond of his old master, for he 
spends every particle of time that he can spare 
from his own hard work on the farm-fields, and — 
whatever my wife may say — ^the maid helps him 
very cleverly." 

Herr Markus had never yet been near the farm. 
It was his intention to fulfil the last expressed will 
jof the former mistress of Hirschwinkel, even al- 
though the evidence of it had been left in a knit- 
ting-bag instead of in the hands of a lawyer and 
had not been legally witnessed. But he intended 
to do this in writing after he should have returned 
to his home. Absolutely, he could not make up his 
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mind to any personal intercourse with the bailiff 
* and the ^governess-Fraulein/ 

Especially did he cling to his lonely walks, which 
he now enjoyed for the first time and wished to de- 
light in to the last. He was not blas^y the whirl of 
life in the capital had an immense charm for him ; 
he gave himself up to its enjoyments with all his 
Boul, for he was still young and his blood flowed 
healthily in his veins ; but, after all the excitements 
of the past * season' and the noisy din of labour 
in his factory, he found it delicious to bury himself 
in the soothing silence of the forest. 

He had discovered for himself a very favourite 
retreat in Hirschwinkel ; this was the little pavilion 
on the northwestern corner of the garden-wall. It 
was octagonal in shape, and through two windows 
and as many glass doors there was a view from it 
in every direction. The walls of the interior were 
painted with faded fruit- and flower-pieces on a 
gray background ; the furniture consisted of a soft 
little corner-sofa behind a round table, some bam- 
boo chairs, and some book-shelves above the sofa, 
and the upper panes of the windows and doors 
were hung with curtains of crimson chintz, which 
filled the place with a magical light. The glass 
door on the western side led out on to a narrow 
balcony with a wooden balustrade, and — ^this it 
was that made this retreat so charming to its 
new possessor — ^from the balcony a little flight of 
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steps led down directly into the open fields outside 
of the garden. Here only a narrow strip of grass 
ran along the wall ; close at hand waved the nod- 
ding plumes of a wheat-field. 

On the morning of the fourth day after his ar- 
rival, Herr Markus was sitting writing in this little 
garden-pavilion. He had given a stiU more com- 
fortable air to the little room by bringing to it a 
number of books selected from the * book-room/ 
all kinds of writing-materials, and a box of cigars. 
He had just lighted a cigar, and blue clouds of 
smoke were chasing away the fragrance of lav- 
ender and thyme, which the inorning breeze had 
wafted in from the Frau Oberforstmeisterin's herb- 
garden. He was seated on the sofa opposite the 
door of the balcony. . Whenever he looked up, 
his gaze overlooked through its panes the road 
that, passing the manor-house, cut through the 
fields in a straight line to be received at some dis- 
tance by the opening forest. Only once was it 
interrupted on its way by a small by-path to the 
right, which led behind a small pine-grove directly 
to the farm. 

Along this by-path a female figure suddenly 
stepped within the circle of his vision, — it was the 
maid from the farm. He instantly recognized her 
gait and carriage, although to-day, besides the 
ominous white kerchief so stigmatized by Frau 
Griebel, she wore a broad-brimmed straw hat. 
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She walked slowly, with bent head ; in her left 
hand she canned a rake, while through her right 
she let the green ears of wheat slip slowly as she 
passed along. The girl stood out as against a 
golden background, in the midst of the sunny, 
lonely landscape. She was apparently on her way 
to turn the hay in the remote meadow where she 
had been mowing a few days before. 

He saw her come nearer and nearer, all uncon- 
scious that the pavilion contained a spectator who 
was watching her every movement. Herr Markus 
had almost forgotten the girl who had so reluctantly 
given him her aid on the bridge, but now the 
brusque manner in which she had dismissed him 
recurred to him. He laughed, and felt provoked 
to another encounter with her. 

He rose and approached the door, when, just as 
she had nearly reached the garden- wall, she paused 
and took a letter from her pocket. It seemed as 
if she were looking about for some useful sprite ; 
but nothing was stirring before the house or at the 
windows. Therefore, with an air of hasty resolve, 
she walked on towards the strip of grass along the 
western wall, — probably intending to go to the 
back p^art of the house, where the maids would 
certainly be found in the stables. 

At this moment Herr Markus appeared upon 
the balcony, and, quickly descending the steps, 
barred her way. She started as if the earth had 
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yawned at her feet, and in her dismay dropped her 
rake. 

" That lietter is probably for some one here, — 
give it to me, I will see that it reaches its destina- 
tion," he said, smiling, and extending his hand for 
the small envelope. 

She silently handed him the letter. 

"What the deuce! Why, it is for me!" he 
exclaimed, with a glance at the address. " From 
whom ?" 

She stooped and picked up her rake. 

" Not from your master ?" he inquired further, 
as no answer seemed forthcoming. 

"Yes, from the bailiff," she declared, in the 
short, hard manner that she had used towards him 
before. 

" Ah, indeed ! What a delicate feminine hand 
the old gentleman writes !" 

" That is not his handwriting ; his eyes are failing 
him " 

"Indeed; he dictated, then, and one of the ladies, 
the Praulein governess, I suspect, wrote it." He 
examined the address. "Delicate hair-lines on 
snow-white paper, as becomes a lady who has ab- 
solutely nothing to do with duster and broom." 

She threw back her head, and he hoped for a cut- 
ting reply, but in vain. She looked down again 
and was silent. 

"You are doubtless very fond of your young 
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lady ?" he asked, putting his lighted cigar between 
his lips again. 

" I think not," she replied, retreating a little, as 
though to avoid the blue circles of smoke that sud- 
denly floated about her head. Ridiculous ! This 
girl, who must have danced with her fellows in 
public places of amusement where the smoke from 
poor tobacco was almost thick enough to cut, be- 
haved as though she were annoyed and offended ; 
as if her nerves were those of a refined lady. It 
vexed and annoyed him, and for the first time he 
gave a couple of energetic puflfe. 

" You think not ?" he repeated. " But her dig- 
nified behaviour pleases you nevertheless, I sus- 
pect. You would dearly like to resemble her, 
eh ?" 

" It would be a strange desire " 

" Why so ? To lavish your care on your beauti- 
ful hands and to be waited upon all day in a cool 
room is a thousand times preferable to turning hay 
in the wasting heat of the sun, is it not?" 

" Do you mean that the Fraulein does not work ?" 

" Good heavens ! yes," he continued, in a teas- 
ing tone. "I am convinced she plucks wild- 
flowers with gloved hands and presses them in 
charming groups in her album, or she paints in 
water-colours ; she embroiders on linen, she writes 
and reads, and goes through all her exercises on 
the piano with cruel precision, to the delight of 
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all who rejoice in irritable nerves. Am I not 
right r 

"Partly, yes," she assented, pulling her straw 
hat down farther over her eyes; the hand with 
whicfiTiShe did it was delicate and shapely, although 
very brown. 

"There, you see!" he said, with a mischievous 
smile, "I believe, too, that she understands per- 
fectly how to judge whether you have dusted her 
room thoroughly and put it in order, and she can 
appreciate equally well your success in a pudding 
or a roast." 

A low laugh came from beneath the white ker- 
chief. "I only know that she is very seldom 
pleased with me," the girl said, with emphasis. 

"Tbu probably often fail to show her a due 
amount of respect, little one. Does the Fraulein 
scold you for that ?" 

" Not for that ; but she often reproaches me bit- 
terly when my strength does not keep pace with 
my will." 

The hand holding the cigar dropped at his side, 
and his eyes sought, with a look of surprise, to 
penetrate beneath the kerchief and hat "You 
talk astonishingly well for a girl in your station," 
he said, gravely. 

She started, and extended her hand as if in 

denial. 

" Ah, yes, I forgot; you are no village maiden,'* 
d 6 
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he added, passing his hand across his forehead. 
" Tou have been at service in town with people of 
refinement, and have doubtless learned something 
from them. Your young lady brought you here, 
I have heard; were you in the same house with 
her V 

The girl hesitated a moment before she replied. 
"Yes, we were in the same house. General von 
Guseck's, in Frankfort.^'^ And as she spoke she 
averted her face, and mechanically passed the 
wheat-stalks beside her through her hand. " I was 
always with her. I am all the maid she has, and do 
everything for her that such a spoiled 'Fraulein 
gouvemante' requires; and since we are so insep- 
arable " 

"You came hither with her directly into the 
depths of poverty," he completed her sentence, 
with an air of comprehension. " You are a strange 
girl ; you say you are not fond of your young lady, 
and yet you go with her through thick and thin. 
She must possess some charm akin to the demo- 
niac power of the rat-catcher of Hamelin. Is she 
pretty ?" 

She stooped over the wheat-stalks that she had 
collected in her hand, and shrugged her shoulders. 
" We can hardly pass a fair judgment upon one we 
are very familiar with " 

" Sphinx !" he exclaimed, as he drew nearer to 
her. " You might almost make her interesting to 
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me witli your oracular replies." He laughed mer- 
rily, but scornfully. " Love's labour lost, little one. 
Tour words do not provoke my curiosity. I shall 
avoid her if I can. But one thing I do desire, — ^to 
look into the eyes of her inseparable * shs^dow.' '' 

Before she was aware of his intention he had 
with a bold hand pushed back on her head both 
her hat and kerchief, but as he did so he stepped 
out of her path in a kind of startled confusion, — 
the face thus revealed was remarkably beautiful. 

With an indignant exclamation she drew the hat 
and kerchief down over her forehead again and 
quickly walked past him. At a short distance she 
paused, however, and said over her Shoulder, in a 
voice that trembled, " You sneer at the lady at the 
farm for her intellectual qualities, and yet you show 
i^® l>y your conduct how deeply a woman is de- 
graded in your eyes by the labour which I undergo. 
Is that man's justice ?" 

Then she turned away again, and hurried on so 
quickly that she was soon lost to sight. 

He bit his lip angrily and tossed his cigar far away 
over the meadow. He could not understand himself 
or his actions, and his step-mother, who so often 
remonstrated with him when he made merry over 
the young ladies of her circle, declaring with many 
a sneer that it cost him a struggle even to touch the 
* tightly-laced mamsells' in the dance, would have 
opened her eyes indeed at the disgraceful situation 
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in which he now found himself. Something had 
turned his head, — ^the bewilderment had lain in the 
voice which, from the mystic concealment of ker- 
chief and hat, had sounded like some interesting 
enigma. 

He ascended the stairs as hastily as he had de- 
scended them, closed the glass door behind him, 
and stepped in a state of gloomy discontent to a 
window. What of it ? Why should he feel such 
mortification in the very depths of his soul? 
Among all his friends there was not one who 
would hesitate to chuck a pfetty chambermaid or 
lady's-maid under the chin, or even to imprint a 
kiss upon a round, rosy cheek ; and who ever im- 
agined that any blame could attach to a man under 
such circumstances, even although he should meet 
with some show of resistance ? Had he committed 
a crime in touching the ugly straw hat and that 
* scarecrow' of a kerchief? Only because he had 
looked he had been treated like a man guilty of 
profanation, — of invading the very holy of holies. 
The girl worked in the fields, — must she not be 
subjected to the bold gaze of every low fellow who 
stepped up to her to ask his way? But, then, 
she was also a chambermaid at the farm ; she had 
had a glimpse of some refinement, undoubtedly 
her natural powers of mind were good, — she re- 
garded herself as almost a member of the bailiflF's 
family, although she carried the fodder home on 
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her head and worked in the fields with rake and 
hoe. 

Still, resolve as he might to regard the matter 
only in a ridiculous aspect, and to laugh at it all, 
he could not away with the disagreeable sensation 
of having received a lesson that would annoy him 
so long as he lived. For to-day, at least, his mood 
was quite spoiled. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Here Peter Griebel interrupted these far from 
pleasant reflections. He had just come home from 
the fields, and related with much exultant rubbing 
of his hands that the railroad engineer was driving 
in his stakes over in the meadow-land, — ^the arable 
soil was left untouched. But the Bailiff Franz had 
* raised a terrible row.' Peter Griebel had been a 
witness and an auditor of his venomous indigna- 
tion, his protesting and his arguing. The railway, 
however, was to go directly througTi the farm-yard, 
and so near the southern corner of the house that 
the rotten old edifice would surely crumble to dust 
in a few years. 

At this news Herr Markus suddenly remem- 
bered the letter that he had thrust into his pocket 
and forgotten after his meeting with the girl. He 
opened it and ran his eye over the contents, half 
amused and half vexed. Those people at the farm 
were one and all, from the master to the maid, in- 
corrigibly possessed by the demon of arrogance, — 
a most remarkable party, a ridiculous mixture of 
dishonesty, pretension, and reserve ! 

The bailiff entirely ignored the fact that he had 

received from the lawyer of the heir notice to quit 
54 
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the farm.a year Since. He protested categorically 
against his landlord's lukewarm conduct with re- 
gard to the railroad question, which so nearly af- 
fected his tenant, the bailiff himself. He never 
would consent to remove the farm-yard from be- 
hind his house, nor to have his house pulled down 
about his ears. In conclusion, he condescendingly 
alluded to the circumstance that he was ' behind- 
hand with a trifle of rent,' but he was daily expect- 
ing remittances from his son, an extremely wealthy 
man in California, and so soon as these came to 
hand the ' bagatelle' should be attended to. 

"Yes, yes, that's the bailiff all over," Peter 
Qriebel said, with a good-humoured laugh, when 
Herr Markus imparted to him the contents of the 
letter. " He's a gay blade !" 

" A gay blade ? What pleasant expressions you 
use, Peter ! He is an arch-braggart," his wife in- 
terrupted him. She had been cutting herbs in the 
garden, and stood now upon the topmost step of 
the stairs leading thence to the pavilion, holding 
out a thick bundle of parsley in her right hand in a 
warning manner, just inside the open door. " Have 
nothing to do with him, Herr Markus; he will talk 
you blind and deaf. He thinks, like the ostrich, 
that if he shuts his eyes no human being can see 
the destitute condition he has brought himself to 
by his own fault. He just throws dust in your eyes 
with that son in California, as he does with every 
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one who is stupid enough to lend him a penny. 
He must be a charming fellow, the son of such an 
old swindler !" 

" Come, come, Jetta, don't make things too bad ; 
'tis not like you," her husband interposed. "I 
know from our old Frau that young Franz was a 
good fellow. Anger and sorrow over the miser- 
able management at home drove him out into the 
world. They say he really did send the old man 
a sum of money once. To be sure, he disappeared 
entirely afterwards, and his mother nearly frets 
herself to death about him." 

" There ! you hear, Herr Markus ?" Frau Qriebel 
remarked, turning away, and indicating her hus- 
band with her thumb over her shoulder. "And 
that man would make you believe that a good-for- 
nothing fellow, who has not even paper and ink 
to spend upon his mother, may perhaps be a re- 
spectable person. You'll hardly do that, Peter." 
And she clattered down the steps, grumbling as 
she went, to carry her parsley to the kitchen. 

Herr Markus still continued to pace the pavilion- 
room to and fro, even after Peter Griebel had re- 
tired to the neighbouring arbour, where his daughter 
had placed upon the stone table his breakfast of 
sausage and bread and butter, with a glass of golden 
Nordhauser. 

With the bailiff's letter the instructions as to the 
inheritance which chance had thrown into the hands 
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of the lord of the manor received a new light. 
This morning he had intended to carry out his 
aunt's last wishes by means of an interview with 
his lawyer and a couple of letters written from 
Berlin, without any personal intercourse with peo- 
ple for whom he felt so decided an antipathy. 
But a new person had appeared upon the scene, a 
son of whom his deceased relative seemed to have 
entertained a very good opinion, as Peter Griebel 
maintained, and yet the * old Frau* had never 
mentioned him in those last dispositions of hers. 
Perhaps he was as soft-hearted and yielding as his 
mother, and so little fit to cope with the bailiffs 
reckless despotic nature that the testatrix had feared 
to intrust her legacy to his care. At all events, 
she certainly must have had great confidence in the 
mental and moral force of the girl in whose charge 
she had wished to place the entire future of the 
fiiend of her youth. Herr Markus could not com- 
prehend this infatuation. The Frau Oberforstmeis- 
terin had been the personification of unwearied 
industry ; in the fields, in the dairy, in her kitchen 
and laboratory, at the bedside of the invalid poor, 
at her study-table, and at her work-table she had 
always been found at the right moment, and it had 
never entered her head to have a ribbon on her 
dress or a lock of her hair arranged by any hand 
save her own. How in the world had it ever 
occurred to this active, practical woman to confide 
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such a responsibility to a girl who, as he had just 
heard, even in her present poor place of abode, 
continued to play the part of a spoiled pet of 
fashion, who never stirred hand or foot to aid in 
the wretched housekeeping, and who even required 
a lady's-maid's service of the servant-maid who was 
obliged to labour early and late both in the house 
and in the fields ? 

He anathematized his own stupid curiosity which 
had led to the discovery of the old knitting-bag 
and its contents. Why had he not been wise 
enough to let the antique receptacle moulder away 
untouched in the drawer where he had found it ? 
And he was still so inconceivably silly as to take 
the fate of the old Frau at the farm greatly to 
heart, and to feel himself bound to act with the 
greatest caution in the performance of what he 
knew to be his duty with regard to her. Thus 
much was certain: the Frau Oberforstmeisterin, 
with all her cleverness and perspicacity, had been 
fundamentally wrong in her estimate of the char- 
acter of the recipient of her legacy ; possibly she 
was the dupe of an intentional deception. Might 
it not be better to correct her mistake and bestow 
the farm upon young Franz after all ? Who could 
be sure, besides, that the niece might not be wooed 
for the sake of her small inheritance? The Frau- 
lein governess would doubtless fall an easy prey. 
Her portion would go to enrich a stranger, and 
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the poor Frau at the farm would be left in the 
lurch. 

Much irritated, he paced the room to and fro ; 
there was nothing for it but to do what he so de- 
tested, — investigate matters at the bailiff's and see 
the ' Fraulein gouvemante^ with his own eyes. 

All day long his mood was gloomy, and towards 
evening he took his hat for a stroll in the forest. 
In preference to the trodden paths, he made a way 
for himself through the luxuriant underbrush, be- 
neath the canopy of leafy green ; and as he parted 
the boughs with his arms the powerful odour of 
woodland earth impregnated the air. The branches 
rustled as it were in indignation, and he could not 
but smile ironically as he contrasted all this with 
the grounds which his father had won from the 
sandy plain of the Margraviate. There the deceit- 
ful green of velvet lawns dotted with flower-beds 
surrounded the villa, and all the smooth paths wind- 
ing among artificial groves ended at last in the 
frightful disappointment of the sandy waste. 

A road unfrequented save by the woodmen and 
those engaged in transporting timber separated 
the Hirschwinkel estate from the Count's forest, as 
it was called, — the royal woodland domain. This 
road very nearly defined the limits of the valley ; 
there was but a narrow strip of meadow-land be- 
tween it and the magnificent host of beeches that 
climbed steeply up the mountain-side, and upon 
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this meadow-land stood the house of the royal 
keeper of the forest. It was a pretty new building 
of tiles, with large shining windows, and flanked by 
a white picket-fence that enclosed a strip of garden 
only two beds broad. 

Twice already Herr Markus had paused here in 
his wanderings about the forest, and to-day, also, 
he stayed his steps when the red walls suddenly 
emerged from the surrounding green. The keeper 
who dwelt here must certainly lead a very hermit's 
life 1 he was probably an unmarried man who could 
follow his calling with the keys of his cupboards 
in his pocket. The door never stood hospitably 
open; no trace of a smoke-wreath ever floated 
above the chimney; no face ever appeared at the 
windows, behind which some flowers in pots, it is 
true, adorned the sill, although they never boasted 
the ornament of smooth white curtains. Within 
those four walls there was never any sound of the 
bustle and noise of housekeeping, but in the window 
in the gable hung four wooden bird-cages, where 
finches and thrushes piped and chattered ; and two 
nibbling goats climbed about the steep declivity at 
the back of the house. 

The new proprietor of Hirschwinkel had often 
been tempted to take a nearer look into the win- 
dows of the keeper's dwelling, curious to discover 
the style of reading with which the former day- 
labourer refreshed himself in the scanty leisure left 
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him by his hard duties and his voluntary service on 
the farm. If those books piled between the flower- 
pots on the low window-sill were tales of chivalry 
and of adventure, they certainly were not clad in 
the livery of a circulating library : that he could 
plainly see across the road that separated him from 
the house. Perhaps the keeper was a man of in- 
telligence and ability; he was continually at the 
farm, where even the maid with her buckets and 
pitchforks showed a certain refinement in her man- 
ner of expressing herself. 

With a contemptuous smile upon his lipp, he was 
just parting the branches to emerge upon the high- 
way, when the behaviour of one of the goats at- 
tracted his attention ; the animal was very young, 
and suddenly scampered down the declivity and 
across the narrow strip of meadow-land, its com- 
panion following it more leisurely, but also in the 
direction whence the sound of approaching foot- 
steps could now be heard. Herr Markus slightly 
stamped his foot. Here was that girl again : she 
actually began to embitter his forest-home for him. 
"Was the bailiif 's maid the only woman that lived 
and breathed in these woods and fields ? 

She it was, most certainly, steadily pursuing her 

path, the ugly covering upon her head and a large 

market-basket on her arm. The goats ran towards 

her and ate from her hand a piece of bread, which 

she took from her pocket for them. 

6 
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Herr Markus retreated behind the nearest beech- 
tree ; he would not run the risk of a repetition of 
the annoyance of the morning. He positively de- 
tested the girl, and just as determinedly as he 
had puffed a cloud of smoke beneath the white 
kerchief in the morning he now threw his cigar 
on the ground, and trod out its last spark of light, 
that not the faintest odour of tobacco might betray 
his presence. 

The girl threw the remains of the bread to the 
goats, and mounted the door-step that she might 
look into the nearest window. The room was evi- 
dently empty, and her repeated knock upon the 
window-pane elicited no response from the house; 
thq door remained locked. There was nothing 
for it but patience. 

Putting down her basket, she seated herself on 
the green-painted wooden bench beside the door, 
apparently to await the return home of the master 
of the house. She loosened the ends of the ker- 
chief beneath her chin and the white covering fell 
down around her neck, and there she sat plainly 
visible from head to foot, — the bailiff's vain maid 
who would not have a single freckle on her skin, 
as Frau Qriebel had pettishly declared; and, vexed 
as Herr Markus was, he could not but admit that 
it would be a pily that anything should mar the 
clear transparency of that rather pale complexion. 
He was obliged to confess, as he had done after his 
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fleeting glimpse of the morning, that that head not 
only did not destroy the elegance and grace of the 
figure, but was in perfect harmony with it. It 
vexed him that it was so. He would a thousand 
times rather that she should have squinted or have 
had coarse, freckled features, * the proud piece !' 

She stroked back the loosened hair from her fore- 
head to the back of her head, where it was gathered 
in a large unbraided knot confined by a comb; 
then, with a deep sigh, she folded her hands on her 
lap and leaned back against the wall of the house, 
apparently refreshed by the woodland repose reign- 
ing around her. She looked anxious if not posi-» 
tively sad, and yet of fai* too lively and energetic a 
temperament to resign herself long to absolute im- 
mobility. 

From the basket she took a package^ unwrapped 
it, and spread its contents over her lap, as if to ex- 
amine it. Herr Markus saw that it was a white 
lace fichu, — probably some of the * Fraulein's gou- 
vemante^s^ faded finery, which was in future to 
adorn that white neck. Her rapid fingers turned 
the fabric in all directions ; it almost seemed as if 
they were stroking it caressingly, when the girl 
suddenly turned her head, hastily rolled up the 
lace, and arose. 

A tall, handsome man in a green jerkin came 
walking along the road. As soon as he perceived 
the girl he hastened his steps, and his dog, that had 
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been walking wearily with drooping ears beside its 
master, ran forward with a joyous bark and leaped 
upon her. 

^' This bench before your hermitage is a delight- 
ful resting-place, Fritz ; but still I am glad you are 
come, for I am in a hurry," she said, imitating her 
young lady, of course, in the smallest particular, 
for there was in her mode of address all the friendly 
dignity which the blue-stocking niece of the bailiff 
had doubtless been wont to display towards the 
former day-labourer. 

" I have an urgent errand for you," she went on, 
"but first you shall have something good;" and she 
handed him a small loaf of bread from her basket. 
" I baked bread to-day, and it turned out so fine 
that you must eat some of it. That is attained, 
F^itz ; and I can now laugh over that dreadful 
time when I first kneaded the dough with such 
clumsy fingers, only to produce from the oven a 
couple of black lumps as hard as stones." 

" Yes ; but then, with all your courage, the tears 
would come," the young man said, smiling good- 
humouredly. He laid the bread on the window- 
ledge and turned eagerly to the girl. " Must I go 

again ? To the Jew, or to the jeweller in L ?" 

he asked, directly, probably with regard to the 
aforesaid errand. 

" Ah! you know well enough that we have long 
since done with the jeweller. You must go to the 
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Jew. By the day after to-morrow we must have 
eight thalers." 

The man, as if in sheer despair, ran his hand 
drough the short curls at the back of his head. ' 

"Yes, Fritz, so it is! We have all but set a 
guard over the house, and, nevertheless, some 
commis-voyageur contrived to smuggle in a couple 
of boxes of fine cigars. They are almost all gone 
now, and the bill has come, and dunning letters 
besides, and the matter will go to court if it is not 
settled." 

" Good heavens ! I try to have patience, but 
it does wear and worry one almost to death to 
see the utter want of forethought, — behaving as if 
the purse were full of money, as in the good old 
times." 

The girl smiled faintly, but the smile was a sad 
one. " Can we help it, Fritz ? Here you are 
poring every moment of leisure that you can get 
over your scientific books, and yet you do not learn 
that water never, from the beginning of the world, 
would run up hill ; old habits and inclinations do 
not decay in old age — 



joub Buuu cuipauitj inv^olity in 80 old a man " 



Hush!" she interrupted him, sternly, with a 
gesture of command. " It does not become either 
of us to condemn him : we should remember only 
his care and kindness. Here" — she unrolled the 
lace fichu — " is one more treasure, — ^valuable old 
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lace. I am assured that it is worth, at the very 
least, twenty thalers : we cannot hope, I suppose, 
for more than half that price from Baruch Men- 
del." 

" Will he buy it at all ?" the man said, with a 
shrug. " The two silk dresses and the shawl he 
was willing to take, but such a flimsy thing as 

this I'm afraid he will laugh at me. I think 

I had better take a couple of silver spoons." 

" The la^t ?" the girl cried, indignantly. " What 
are you thinking of? Could I put a pewter spoon 
beside her plate ? Never, so long as I can stir hand 
or foot. You do not understand it, Fritz," she 
added, more calmly, folding up the lace and hand- 
ing it to him. " Go quickly to the Jew ; he knows 
about lace as well as about gold. Shall you have 
time to-morrow? Perhaps, if you have business 
of your own in town " 

" And if I have not, I will contrive to go ; you 
know well " 

"Yes, I know; you are a faithful, true-hearted 
fellow." 

These simple but earnestly uttered words of 
praise seemed to embarrass him. He clumsily took 
off his cap and adjusted the band on it. " They 
have been at work to-day marking off the line of 
the railway," he said, as if to change the subject. 

"Yes; and it called forth a tempest at our 
house, as you may guess. Altogether, this has 
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been a detestable day " She paused and bit 

her lip. 

" I am sure of it. But it is perfectly ridiculous 
in the old Herr to get so excited about the matter. 
It is all the same to him : he'll never see the rails 
laid in the farm-yard or the locomotive thundering 
past the corner of the house. The new man in 
Hirschwinkel will soon make a clean sweep at the 
farm. Well, he has a right to do it." 

" Yes, indeed, a perfect right !" she said, in a 
hard tone, shrugging her shoulders. "What are 
old ties to him ?" 

"Good heavens, yes! What has such a lordly 
young gallant to do with an old friendship about 
which he never even heard in all his life ? He is 
not to blame. I saw him yesterday in passing, — a 
handsome man, tall and strong. Something short- 
spoken, as these moneyed men are even more apt 
to be than the nobility ; that I know from my old 
days of service among the officers. He was talk- 
ing with Farmer Griebel about rebuilding the saw- 
mill ; and it is shaky enough, that's true !" 

The girl turned away as if she scarcely heard 
what Fritz was saying, and took up the white ker- 
chief from the bench to put it on her head. 

" But these changes in old Hirschwinkel go to 
my heart," he added. " The farm-house is just as 
tumble-down as the saw-mill, — the best pretext for 
making short work of it." 
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" Let him !'* the girl said, bitterly, as she quickly 
knotted the kerchief beneath her chin. " Let him 
turn us out to beg ; I don't care. But I rack my 
brains all night long with plans for removing the 
invalid, and " Her voice failed her. 

" But that is the least of it," he said, and his 
bearded face lit up with an honest, true-hearted 
smile. " Do you take me for such a weakling that 
I cannot carry off a poor emaciated old woman in 
my arms ? I could carry her for miles, the kind 
old lady, and she should never feel a jolt or jar; 
and it's not so far, either, to the house here. The 
nice corner room on the south side is large and 
bright ; her bed can be placed there, and she can 
look out into the forest on two sides : that will do 
her good. And the old gentleman will like this 
window here much better than the one at the farm. 
Now and then people walk and drive past here, 
while there he only looks out into the farm-yard, 
where the couple of chickens that are left are 
scratching and crowing." 

" You are good as gold, Fritz, but " 

"And the little room up there in the gable," he 
went on, indicating with his thumb the mndow 
where the bird-cages were hanging, and not heed- 
ing her interruption, — " that is the prettiest in all 
the house. I will have a little stove put up there, 
and a young lady could sit there in summer and 
winter ftnd paint in her leisure time to earn some 
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money. No need to talk of begging, — ^none at all. 
Hold your head high : that's the chief thing to do." 

" And so I will," she said, decidedly, not without 
a certain air of bravado. "Malicious fate shall 
find it hard to depress me. I do not yet know 
what mental fatigue is, and there is the vigour of 
youth in my hands. No one shall perceive it if 
my self-control does not always come up to the 
mark as it should and must; and then you are 
here, Fritz, my faithful support." 

She took up her basket. " I must go home, — ^I 
have so much to do there ; and, besides, I must 
iron : my poor invalid must have fresh bed-cur- 
tains to-morrow. But all my pine-cones are gone," 
— a smile flitted like sunshine across her face, — 
" and* so I insolently brought this basket." 

He laughed, took the basket, and, picking up 
the bread on the window-sill, made haste to open 
the door. He disappeared for a minute, and then 
returned heavily laden. He would at least carry 
it through the forest for her, he said, when she 
offered to take the basket ; and they slowly walked 
away together, two fine figures truly well matched. 

The dog trotted along beside the girl as though 
she were his master's property which he was 
bound to guard and protect. 

Herr Markus emerged from the bushes and 
looked^ after them until they disappeared at a 
turning in the road. Then his gaze dwelt gloom- 
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ily for a while upon the house. Before long 
pretty curtains would hang behind those bare 
windows and a beautiful young woman would 
look from them, — a ridiculous combination of 
the manners and bearing of the beau monde and 
the kneading, washing, and sweeping of the future 
wife of a gamekeeper. 

Nevertheless, so it was. These two people were 
working and devising together for their impover- 
ished master and mistress, and naturally enough 
such companionship would end in matrimony. 
What could a servant who had come hither from 
afar desire more ? She would secure the position of 
an honest wife, a pretty home here in the forest, 
and a handsome husband, who possessed sufficient 
desire for education and culture, withal, to be * por- 
ing over scientific books.' 

This enigmatical girl with her unexampled de- 
votion would then have the helpless objects of her 
care beneath her own roof. She could continue to 
wait upon the * Fraulein gouvemante^ and take care 
to preserve the last silver spoon for the dainty lips 
that might not be desecrated by pewter. And the 
wild-flower painting might be carried on in the 
pretty gable-room, as the forester had suggested. 
Deuce take it, no. Sir Kiiight of the Green Jerkin ! 
it was not yet come to that. The new master, 
with his blunt, officer-like manner, would not be 
thus shamed even by a stall-fed forester of His 
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Royal Highness, nor would lie do him the pleasure 
of turning a thriiftless, insolvent tenant out of house 
and home that a marriage might speedily he ar- 
ranged with the hailiff's maid, — ^this remarkable 
girl of whom one could not hut think sometimes 
that she had borrowed her shabby dress, and not 
her air and bearing. 

Herr Markus plunged again into the forest, turn- 
ing his back upon the quiet house, and returning 
whence he had come. 

Meanwhile, the golden-green light of the fading 
day was wellnigh extinguished in the woods, and 
with it the soothing charm of the transparent soli- 
tude also vanished. The black shadows creeping 
among the trees dimmed alike the souls of men. 
Herr Markus was far less master of his mood than 
before, and woe to the hanging bough or venturous 
twig that dared to brush his gloomy face ! It was 
plucked or torn from its parent stem and tossed 
irritably aside. 



CHAPTER VL 

Hbrr Markus's manner of action was like that 
of a thousand other egotists. The maxims of re- 
ligion, and perhaps, also, a certain sleepy kind of 
philanthropy, require them to give alms of their 
substance, but there must be no contact with the 
recipients of their bounty. They give a wide berth 
to all disagreeable circumstances, refusing to soil 
their skirts by the slightest touch of the distress of 
the needy, and they persistently thrust aside all 
personal association until their self-love is assailed, 
and then they plunge into the thick of it all. Was 
it not piqued self-love that prompted Herr Markus 
to be beforehand, at all risks, with this odious for- 
ester with his humane projects ? Would he not 
gladly have gone this instant to the farm, which 
he had hitherto avoided, to present himself to the 
* old spendthrift, the braggart, the notorious gam- 
bler and drunkard,' and his family, and to beg them 
all not to judge him harshly ? He was moved by 
outraged vanity and by anger against the forester- 
fellow who was * good as gold,' as the girl said, and 
who was only playing at staunch fidelity that he 
might gain his own ends. 

His irritation quickened his steps; he passed 
72 
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through the underbrush far more quickly than be- 
fore, and soon reached a narrow worn path which 
carried him to the road leading to the manor-house. 
As he left the forest he saw Frau Griebel coming 
from the saw-mill. 

She carried a fishing-net upon her arm. It was 
not so picturesque an object as it had seemed to 
him lately elsewhere, and it contained a far heavier 
weight than the one poor little trout destined for 
the invalid. 

" Now there you are before you are quite wel- 
come, Herr Markus !" she called out to him, in a 
tone of annoyance. " Could you not loiter in the 
forest a while until I had got home and cleaned my 
trout ? Now you will have to wait for your supper. 
Just look here ! Since you have caught me, see what 
fine trout, — the finest that the miller had in his fish- 
trap. Louise has just made fresh butter, and a while 
ago arrived some new potatoes. One of our friends 
— the gardener at the castle where my husband was 
steward three years ago — brought me a mess of 
them for you out of old love and friendship. Think, 
Herr Markus ! new potatoes at this time of year I'^ 
She suddenly interrupted herself and stood still. 

" Good gracious ! there's another fine traveller on 
the highway !" she said, angrily, pointing with out- 
stretched arm to a figure that lay half-way across 
the road, his back supported against the trunk of a 
beech-tree. " These are terrible times ! These 
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drunken labourers lie about everywhere like flies ; 
one must take care not to tread on them. It was 
not so formerly. Yes, Herr Markus, though you 
were ten times a manufacturer, I tell you plainly 
'tis the fault of the factories and this eternal tooting 
of the trumpets for war. So many must go whether 
they will or no, and they fall into all sorts of vicious 
habits before they know it. And then there's a 
roar of condemnation, and they are commanded to 
turn from their evil courses. Ah, yes ! 'tis easy to 
talk so with a full stomach !" 

Meanwhile, they had reached the figure lying on 
the ground, and Herr Markus stooped and looked 
into the pale face of the man, who could hardly open 
his haggard eyes to cast a timid look at the speaker. 

"But this man is not drunk," Herr Markus 
said, hastily feeling the pulse of the limp hand. 

" Good gracious ! I see that myself. And I talk- 
ing of new potatoes while he's dying of hunger ! 
As I always say, God's gifts are strangely distrib- 
uted in this world." 

She put her hand in her pocket, took thence a 
biscuit, and held it to the man's mouth. " Here, 
my friend, bite that: it will be to you just like 
fresh oil to a lamp." 

A faint colour tinged the cheeks of the exhausted 
man, and his weary hand was raised in refusal. 

" Nonsense ! don't shut your mouth like a girl," 
Frau Griebel remonstrated. "Any one can see how 
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hungry you are, and would you behave as if you 
had lunched upon lampreys at least ? Eat tfiat bis- 
cuit ; it will help you up upon your legs, so that we 
can take you to the house, where I'll warm you 
some of the beef-soup we had for dinner and give 
you a good bed." 

" Try to eat," Herr Markus said, kindly. Thus 
entreated, the man took the biscuit, and after the 
first mouthful, evidently losing his self-control, de- 
voured it voraciously. 

He was a young and handsome man, with a full, 
light, sandy beard. His clothes were worn, but 
the collar about his neck was snowy white and his 
hands showed their master's love of cleanliness. 

" Dear, dear ! if some poor woman at home knew 
of this!" said Frau Griebel, with a compassionate 
nod. " Many a mother cannot make the bed too 
soft or the food too good for her boy, and then " 

She paused involuntarily, for as quickly as his 
weakness would permit the young man seized his 
hat, which must have fallen off as he sank down, 
and, putting it on, drew the broad brim over his 
eyes as if to hide his face. 

" Tut, young man ! you needn't take that amiss," 
Frau Griebel went on, in her calm, indifferent way. 
"Many a man has done some hard fighting or 
worked in the trenches for days with an empty 
stomach, and yet has got all right when once he 
was at home again. It's no fault of yours if you're 
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unfortunate. Now let us see if we can g^i you on 
your feet." 

" I have been six weeks in the hospital," he mut- 
tered, almost unintelligibly, " and I come " 

" Yes, any one can see that you've been ill," she 
interrupted him ; " and whence you come and what 
you mean to do we do not need to know. You 
shall pass the night at the manor-house, — ^you need 
a little sleep as much as a morsel of bread, — and 
to-morrow we'll see what's tq be done. Come, then, 
take heart and try." 

She put her strong hand under his arm, and with 
Herr Markus's aid on the other side the young man 
regained his feet; but he was still too weak to 
walk without support. Thus he allowed himself 
to be led onward, his consciousness of his pitiable 
condition showing itself in the mute despair painted 
on his features. 

X The grass was freshly mown on the broad meadow 
before the manor-house. A delicious fragrance 
filled the air, and two maids were busy with rakes 
heaping the hay into little mounds. 

The servants paused in their work at sight of 
the strange group, and Louise, who was standing 
in the gateway in a pink gown and white muslin 
apron looking for her mother with the trout, flew 
to meet her, in such a hurry that her long flaxen 
braids fairly danced against her back. 

" Mamma, is he hurt ?" she gasped, and her 
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pretty blue eyes peeped compassionately beneath 
the broad brim of the man's hat. 

His bearded face coloured with shame at her 
glance, and he made a superhuman but fruitless 
eflfort to stand erect and walk on alone. 

Frau Griebel called to one of the gaping maids to 
take her place beside the helpless stranger that the 
mistress herself might prepare everything for his 
reception in the house. The girl advanced a few 
steps, and then muttered a saucy remonstrance. No 
mistress, she said, had ever before asked her to 
pick beggars up out of the road or to lead a drunken 
labourer to the house like a prince; her clothes 
were clean, and she did not want to soil them. 

A groan burst from the stranger's lips. 

At sound of it Louise instantly offered her white, 
plump arm to support him. 

" Go away, you wisp !" Frau Griebel exclaimed, 
half laughing, and yet with a tenderly-admiring 
glance at her daughter's pretty little figure as 
she thrust her aside. " Much good you would do 
with your doll's arms ! You're just like a robin- 
redbreast hopping up. But run into the house 
and put some soup on the fire and make up the big 
bed in the * soldiers' room.' I've a word to say to 
you, my girl, and that on the instant," she called 
out to the disobedient maid, who was busy with 
her rake again : " one month from to-day you leave 
Hirschwinkel ; remember that." 

7* 
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Half an hour aifterwards the exhausted wayfarer 
lay in a good bed. Through the large, bright win- 
dow in the * soldiers' room/ as it was called, the 
pear-tree in the court-yard peeped in ; the evening 
breeze filled the chamber with freshness; the gob- 
bling turkeys outside had gone to roost, and the 
only living thing visible was a white cat sitting 
washing itself on the wall between the two yards. 

Herr Markus himself had fo;^ the first time taken 
the keys from the corner cupboard in the sitting- 
room, and had descended into the wine-cellar of 
the late Frau Oberforstmeisterin to fetch from its 
dark recesses a bottle of the delicious old wine kept 
there for the sick and the needy. The exhausted 
man had eaten, and had drunk the fine old Madeira, 
but not a word had passed his lips ; and the more 
his strength returned to him as the generous 
nourishment sent his blood coursing afresh in his 
veins, the more perfect a picture of despair did he 
become. His longing looks turned to the open 
window, and Herr Markus silently decided that the 
poor fellow's first effort of returning vigour would 
be to leap across its low sill to vanish and be seen 
no more, that the memory of himself and of his 
misery might fade as quickly as possible from the 
minds of his benefactors. 

A little later, however, exhausted nature claimed 
her rights ; he fell into a deep sleep, and Herr Mar- 
kus left the room to seek the pavilion, where Frau 
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Griebel had made ready his supper. He ate but 
little, and thought morosely of the fresh loaf of rye 
bread on the keeper's table. How faithfully and 
tenderly these people clung together in their pov- 
erty ! Frau Griebel was an excellent woman, — a 
worthy soul with her heart in the right place, — but 
the trout and the potatoes must, nevertheless, be 
paid for by himself : most assuredly the miller had 
not sent him trout or the gardener potatoes only 
for love of him. And, to fill the measure of his 
discontent, the two maids were working with their 
rakes just in the corner of the meadow beneath 
him and chattering incessantly. 

" Whatever you may say, I care not a jot whether 
the old woman gives me warning or not," the bad- 
tempered maid said ; " any one who knows how to 
work as I do can get a place any day " 

"Not at such a time as this," the other inter- 
rupted her. " There's not one place to be had in 
all Tillroda. Ten to one, besides, that you get with 
people like those at the farm : work like a slave in 
the fields, and pot a farthing of wages." 

"Ifot so sure of that; she that's there now is 
not so badly off. The keeper helps her whenever 
he can. Oh, she can get along, and I don't believe 
in no wages there, in spite of what people say. 
She always has pretty little leather boots on ; I can 
see that much, even if she does get out of our way 
as if there were poison on our clothes." 
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" Yes, she's a stuck-up piece," the other assented. 
"I'd like to see how she'll act when she has a home 
in the Count's forest. There's luck for you. A 
vagabond like her in that snug, warm nest !" 

" It's nothing to me. What do I care for the 
whole of them, if I'm to leave Hirschwmkel ?" 
the criminal muttered, tossing a rakeful of hay 
on the nearest mound. " What vexes me is the 
old woman's ways. Here she drags home the first 
tramp she finds in the road, puts him to bed like a 
baby, and pours down his beery throat the best 
wine in the cellar. Oh, he likes it, I've no doubt. 
Fine management in the manor-house. One of us is 
scolded like a dog if a door is left open, they're so 
afraid of thieves, and here they bring the thief 
himself into the very house. I'd die o' laughing if 
he'd carry off something in his pocket to-morrow ; 
'twould serve the old woman right. Ten thalers 
wouldn't pay me for that joke." 

The ^ master' closed the pavilion-window noisily, 
and the two scandal-mongers ducked behind the 
nearest hay-mound like two frightened hares, and 
scraped up the hay around them so busily that 
speech was quite impossible to so much industry. 

Here was a quiet corner, closely encircled by the 
forest, and yet even here sweet peace could not re- 
pose with folded mnga. Envy and malice and all 
the evil inclinations of the human soul were at work 
here, as in the bustling theatre of the world. 



CHAPTER VIL 

The next morning they were astir early at the 
manor-house. Herr Markus, from his window, saw 
pretty little Louise wandering about the freshly- 
mown field. She had on a light morning-gown, 
and her thick fair hair was gathered into a net with 
blue ribbons. 

The girl was evidently looking for some lost 
object; she pushed about the straws left atop of 
the stubble, and even turned over some of the 
nearest mounds of hay. And the two servant- 
maids, who were on their way to the potato-field 
with basket and spade, stood by laughing. 

" You never came one step into the meadow last 
evening, Fraulein Louise, — I know that," the maid 
who had been dismissed affirmed. " You needn't 
waste your time looking here. Neither of us is 
blind enough to rake up your pierced ducat and 
not know it. A golden thing like that glitters, 
and a black velvet ribbon a yard long could not 
possibly be mistaken for a hay-stalk. And I heard 
you with my own ears telling your mother that you 
put your pierced ducat last evening in the glass 
cup on the bureau, as you always do. And now 
it's not so, just because every one on the place 
/ 81 
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insists that no one can have taken the ducat ex- 
cept the No, I'll not burn • my mouth with it 

again." 

"It is very mean of you, Eose !" the young girl 
exclaimed, almost angrily, her childish voice au- 
dibly struggling with rising tears. " No man with 
such a good honest face steals. I would not sus- 
pect any one, either, of such a thing." 

" Why, then, did he take French leave at such 
an hour in the morning, without even saying, 
* Thank ye' ? But let him if he chooses. What 
do I care ? 'Tis nothing to me where the ducat 
is ; I haven't got it." 

With this she shouldered her spade and marched 
along the path bordering the wheat-field at her 
companion's side, while Louise turned sadly towards 
the house. 

" Yes, Herr Markus, you see what one gets for 
being kind," said Frau Griebel as the new master 
entered her kitchen in search of h^r shortly after- 
wards. She was up to her elbows in dough for cake, 
and her humour was not the sunniest in the world. 
" My husband laughs at me, because I am vexed, 
and asks — ^you know the stupid way he has of 
joking — whether I expected to have my hand 
kissed in gratitude for a lodging in the * soldiers' 
room.' Yes, he has gone, the stupid fellow ! He 
must have jumped out of the window at day-dawn, 
and gone through the farm-yard into the fields. It 
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was not right of a young fellow whose own mother 
couldn't have taken better care of him than he got 
here. Such folly vexes one. And Louise plays 
me another trick, losing her pretty pierced ducat 
that the blessed Frau Oberforstmeisterin gave her. 
And that is not the worst : the servants insist that 
we brought the thief who stole it into the house 
ourselves ; and they laugh at us, which is not pay- 
ing us due respect." 

" If we had only let the apple of discord lie 
where it was, in the road!" said Herr Markus, 
with a mocking smile. 

" God forbid !" she turned upon him, angrily. 
" You little know the Griebels. I should do just 
the same another time. I am only provoked that 
the man has exposed himself to such a slander, for 
he was the child of good people, — any one could 
see that at a glance, — and his sad face troubles me 
still. Just look at my poor little girl." She nodded 
towards Louise, who was standing despondently at a 
table, chopping almonds. " She won't care for the 
fresh cakes to-day. 'Tis not all for the loss of the 
ducat that her eyes are so red : she's a silly little 
thing, with a heart as soft as butter. The tears will 
come for pity for the poor hungry fellow whom 
they now accuse of thieving." 

The master laughed slyly; the fair head by 
the table was bent more deeply over the chopping- 
knife. 
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He left the kitchen to go to the farm, and he 
walked along briskly enough. Who could have 
foretold on the evening of his arrival that he 
would one day set forth thus eagerly upon this 
errand of duty, and that he would even consider 
it indispensable to hunt out for the occasion a new 
pair of wash-leather gloves that had been destined 
to figure on a day of sight-seeing in Nuremberg ? 
He passed along the edge of the pine-grove behind 
the farm. On his left was a field of high-waving 
grain; some of the stalks reached nearly to his 
shoulder. The luxuriant potato-plants were just 
about to bloom, and above the golden rape-field 
there was a dreamy humming, while heavily-laden 
bees whirred past him on their way to the Hirsch- 
winkel hives. Surely this corner of the world was 
like the blessed Biblical land that overflowed with 
milk and honey, and yet even here want had found 
a footing. 

There, on the other side of the grove, its domain 
began. The grain there was wretchedly thin; a 
strong crop of knot-grass was growing among it 
and flourishing finely. The live-stock on the farm 
must be reduced to the smallest possible number, 
and no labour could get profit out of this worn-out 
soil, even although the forester's time and the hands 
of the capable maid had sufliced to till it. If the 
dead Frau Oberforstraeisterin's legacy was to fulfil 
the purpose for which she had destined it, the sum 
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she had saved and invested in the Tillroda inn 
must be realized and expended upon the neglected 
farm, "Would the Fraulein gouvemante have sense 
enough to do this ? or would she not be rather in- 
clined to use the money to redeem the silken gowns 
she had pawned to the Jew, and to surround her- 
self once more with the luxury to which it seemed 
she had been accustomed in the house of the Frank- 
fort general ? Judging by what the maid had said, 
the niece's views on this point harmonized well 
with those of her uncle the bailiff. 

Well, in a few moments he should see her face 
to face, and he would keep his eyes open. The 
lady should not gain one penny by her aristocratic 
demeanour, however charming and fashionably ele- 
gant she might be. He was armed against all that 
smooth governess-humility, which, as he well knew, 
was but a mask for a grasping disposition. 

The farm-house stood with its back to the edge 
of the pine-grove ; it was one-storied, not very large, 
and so old and ruinous that it seemed as though 
mould and decay must soon devour it entirely. On 
the southern side was a grassy garden, and the 
picket-gate in its hawthorn hedge opened upon the 
grove. It was not closed. Herr Markus entered 
by it and walked along the narrow path that inter- 
sected the grass. A couple of lofty pear-trees and 
a beautiful mountain-ash cast a cool shade around 

him. He passed an arbour, — ^a shady arbour con- 

8 
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Btructed of the twisted and trained boughs of a 
linden, and containing a table of stone and two 
roughly-made wooden seats. It was very indis- 
creet and nowise justifiable on the part of the new 
master of Hirschwinkel to approach this table, on 
which scissors, thimble, and some fine mending in- 
dicated the place as the customary resort of a lady. 
And there stood an inkstand also, and beside it a 
thick open note-book. Aha ! in this green retreat, 
doubtless, the Fraulein gouvemante was wont to 
mount her Pegasus and indite moving verses to 
Luna and Hesperus. Her coming presence cast 
its shadow before ; her spirit enveloped the in- 
truder even before he had seen the lady herself. 
The next moment he uttered a low laugh. The 
glance he had cast upon the open book had cer- 
tainly encountered nothing poetical : ' Two pair 
of doves sold in Tillroda, a dozen of eggs,* etc. 
Well, if the Fraulein gouvemante's fingers were 
inky to-day, the housekeeping-book alone was to 
blame. 

He walked on. The grass began to give place 
to a few beds of vegetables in the corner of the 
garden, and joining the wall of the house on the 
right was a hedge, or rather a thick growth of 
raspberry-bushes, separating the garden from the 
farm-yard, — the spot of ground over which the 
rails were to be laid. 

The couple of fowls that * were left' were cack- 
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ling there now; a dog began to bark, a gate in 
the raspberry-hedge creaked, and something white 
came through it. 

Herr Markus involuntarily smoothed his gloves 
tighter over his hands and hastened his steps to 
meet the lady in the white gown ; but it was only 
the maid, whose appearance at the moment so 
vexed him that he felt the blood colour his cheeks. 
She had put on a huge white cooking-apron over 
her shabby working-dress, and had rolled up her 
sleeves ; the coarse shawl was laid aside, as well as 
the kerchief she had worn on her head. 

The new proprietor stood motionless, and she 
did not see him ; she went straight to the vegetable- 
bed and stooped to cut a handful of herbs. Only 
when she arose did she turn her head and perceive 
the intruder* A burning blush rose to her face, 
and her first movement was to pull the sleeves 
down over her bare arms. 

Herr Markus had an instinctive and almost invin- 
cible impulse to take off his hat to the tall, slender 
figure, as he would have done to the lady in the 
white dress, but his annoyance was intense enough 
to hinder hhn from such folly ; Ae, at least, would 
not strengthen this strange girl in the belief that 
her counterfeit dignity could pass for genuine coin. 
He therefore only slightly touched his hat and 
asked, in a cold business-like voice, for the bailiff. 
He looked as he spoke into her &ce, into the 
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brown eyes that met his own in undeniable terror 
and perplexity. She might well suspect that the 
dread moment had arrived in which the unlawful 
occupants of the farm were to be * turned out to 
beg.' 

In a low, humble tone very suitable for the ser- 
vant of the house she replied that the Herr Bailiff 
was at home, and would esteem it an honour to 
receive the new proprietor. 

" And Fraulein Agnes Faanz ?" he asked. 

She started as if he had insulted her young lady 
by his simple question. The affected humility was 
suddenly forgotten. With eyes cast down, indeed, 
but in a very harsh and decided manner, she said, 
" You cannot see her." 

" Ah, indeed ! Is the lady on a journey ?" 

A half-smile played about her lips. " Journeys 
are denied her, as is flight to a bird in a cage." 

" Aha ! Here we have again the mystic mode of 
speech in which you love to veil your young lady's 
existence. But your oracular utterances will avail 
you little. In a few moments I shall see with my 
own eyes the reality behind this veil." 

" That you certainly will not." 

" Indeed ? You speak with confidence, as if you 
and your mistress had but one heart, one soul." 

" Exactly." 

He laughed insultingly. " Well, it may be so ; 
the maid often occupies the place of confidante. 
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But does the gouvemante mistress like a boast to 
be made of this intimacy ?" 

She stooped to pick up some sprigs of thyme that 
had fallen from her bunch, and then she stood erect 
before him with stubborn hostility in her fine eyes. 
" Is it not always a maid's duty to know for whom 
her mistress chooses to be at home ? And she '^ 

She paused suddenly and bit her lip, as if to re- 
call the utterance of the sharp answer that had 
escaped her. Doubtless she bethought herself, with 
terror at the recollection, that he to whom she 
was denying her lady was the owner of this very 
house, and could, if he chose, deprive her proud 
beggar of a mistress of the roof over her head. 

He delighted in the sight of her dismay, and 
uttered not a word to relieve her of the anxiety 
that evidently assailed her, although the slender 
girl before him, with a deprecating timidity in 
every feature, was certainly no * proud piece,' but 
far more like a startled fawn. Still, she must not 
escape punishment. 

" She does not wish any stranger to intrude upon 
the retirement m which she lives." She com- 
pleted her sentence hurriedly and almost in a tone 
of entreaty. 

" That I do not believe," he said, composedly. 

" The secluded life of a cloister is not at all adapted 

to the governess nature, which delights to swim on 

the surface of society in the houses of the great" 

8* 
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Again she stood erect, and there was a bitter 
smile upon her lips, " Perhaps she does not quite 
resemble . the rest, — the blue-stockings, the vain 
egotists to whom you owe your exact knowledge of 
' governess nature.' Besides, I must remind you 
that you declared yesterday that you would get out 
of her way whenever you could." 

" Has she heard that ?" 

" Every word." 

" Through you, of course. Tattling is a wait- 
ing-maid's element. I certainly said that, and I 
repeat emphatically that I have no desire for any 
personal association with a lady of her standing 
who shows such decided dislike of me ; of this I 
can assure you. But at present certain strange 
circumstances force me, nevertheless, to request 
a half-hour's interview with Fraulein Agnes Franz, 
However, it may all be arranged on paper : I will 
write to her." 

" And you really believe, after all that you have 
said, that anything written by you would be read 
by her ?" she asked, scornfully. 

"I do; the lady must read my note. For the 
sake of her very existence she must," he replied, 
and his eyes began to sparkle. 

Again she dropped her mask of humility and 
laughed. " Must ?" she repeated. " That she may 
not be driven from this wretched shanty, I suppose ? 
You may be mistaken, however. I believe that she 
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would sooner wander forth barefoot into the forest 
in night and storm " 

" There would be no other alternative for her." 
He controlled himself with difficulty. 

" What else was to be expected of the new master 
of Hirschwinkel ?" she went on, hurriedly. " We 
knew that the man who was without a heart, as 
every good business man should be, would come 
some day and turn out the bad tenant. We know 
that you are the pitiless rich man of Holy Writ '* 

" And you, the servant, — a girl from the people, 
— dare to defy this rich man !" interrupted he qui- 
etly, almost merrily. "Reflect. The bailiflF will 
hardly thank his maid-servant for aggravating his 
unfortunate position by her irritating talk. Anger 
scarcely becomes you, my fair prude.'' 

As he spoke he advanced towards her, and she 
turned as if to leave him. 

" Still less does this overstrained fastidiousness be- 
come your position," he added, frowning angrily. 
"No need to treat me thus because I once ven- 
tured to glance beneath the brim of your hat : I 
obeyed the odd impulse that leads us to investigate 
what is concealed. Perhaps I might have been 
more interested in many a woman of my acquaint- 
ance if she had known how to pique my curiosity 
by masking her face. To-day you have bared 
your brow to the sunlight, and have no reason for 
shunning me as though I were some iconoclast or 
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Heaven only knows what sort of evil-doer. And, 
besides, I should like to know what you expect to 
gain in your future position by your drawing-room 
manners ?" 

She had paused, and, irritated as she was, she yet 
suppressed a smile. "Leave that to me," she said; 
" good manners do even a servant no harm. My 
future position ?" She shrugged her shoulders and 
looked him calmly in the face. " I believe that 
one's course in life is influenced in great measure 
from within, not entirely decided by outward cir- 
cumstances. I do not easily lose courage, — ^I am 
too young and healthy for that; and, for myself, I 
am entirely prepared for the moment when we 
must go forth," — she pointed across the hedge to 
the gate in the fence of the court-yard, — "forth into 
the world, staft' in hand." 

" To take up your abode in the keeper's house, 
where a wife's position awaits you," he said to 
himself, with an angry remembrance of the odious 
Green -jerkin. He might ev6n have been malicious 
enough to utter his thought aloud, if a sudden 
noise in the house had not interrupted the con- 
versation. The dog barked madly, some doves 
flew up noisily from the roof, and a deep mascu- 
line voice called repeatedly, " Halloo, child !" add- 
ing peevishly, " Where in the world are you ?" 

The girl bad flown to the gate in the hedge and 
opened it. 
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"Ah! youVe been getting something for the 
kitchen ?" the voice said, in a more contented tone. 
"Look there, child! for five minutes at least a 
strange tramp has been sneaking about outside 
the gate; the fellow with his communistic beard 
irritates me. Cut him a piece of bread and give 
him a couple of pennies; there's no more to be 
had at the farm in these wretched times. Tell him 
that, and bid him oflf." 

Meanwhile, Herr Markus had approached the 
gate in the hedge, but had paused in some hesita- 
tion behind the raspberry-bushes. He could see 
the shabby front of the house, with its dull panes 
of glass and flapping shutters. How terribly hope- 
less the ruin of the Franz family must be, to cause 
this hovel to be regarded as a haven of refuge, a 
last asylum, to be contended for in utter despera- 
tion, in spite of the just claims of another ! 

On the threshold of the door stood a tall, spare 
old gentleman. He held a long pipe in his right 
hand, and supported himself upon a cane in his 
left. He had a strongly-marked noble profile, and 
must, as a young man, have been extremely hand- 
some. Now, indeed, tha skin of the face was yel- 
low and wrinkled, and the dark eyes gleamed in 
their large sockets like coals wellnigh burned out. 
This must be he, the notorious gambler and deb- 
auchee ; those features showed plainly enough the 
ravages of passion. 
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He stood in the doorway while the girl slipped 
past him into the house to cut some bread for the 
beggar. Now and then he took a \?hiff at his 
pipe, puffing out huge clouds of smoke into the 
fresh morning air, as he spied after the where- 
abouts of the * tramp,' who appeared to have with- 
drawn himadf .for a time from the scolding old 
man's observation. 

With a dawning suspicion in his mind, Herr 
Markus also looked about for the wayfarer. The 
gate of the court-yard, just opposite the house-door, 
was only half open ; from where he stood the lord 
of the manor could distinctly see a man standing 
outside against the closed half with his face pressed 
against the worn planks, looking steadily into the 
court-yard through a chink between them. The 
shabby, threadbare coat, the shapeless hat, and the 
ragged light trousers, — Herr Markus had seen them 
all yesterday ; and when the girl came out of the 
house with a piece of bread, the pallid face with 
the fine features and the ftiU blond beard appeared 
from behind one door of the gate, the same that 
he himself had yesterday laid down among the 
soft pillows in the hospitable * soldiers' room' at 
the manor-house. 

The unfortunate man seemed in even a more 
pitiable plight to-day. He looked scarcely able 
to stand upon his feet. His escape through the 
window must have cost him a gigantic effort, and, 
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in view of his evident weakness, it was positively 
ridiculous to imagine that he could have roamed 
through the house to thieve, or could have stolen 
the pierced ducat from a distant chamber. 

It was strange how this poor fellow produced 
the same distressing impression upon every one 
who came near him. The girl quickly crossed the 
court-yard, and passed outside, looking for the man 
to whom she had been sent, but in an instant she 
started back, the bread fell from her hand, and 
Herr Markus could plainly see the ' prude' invol- 
untarily extend her beautiful arms — as Louise had 
done yesterday — to support the tottering figure 
before her. 

Herr Markus was now quite as much irritated 
with the vagabond who knew how to make him- 
self so interesting, as with Green-jerkin and his 
oflicious benevolence. He could no longer see 
the pair beyond the gate, — they were behind the 
wall, — ^but he could hear the bailiffs cane thump- 
ing on the stone floor as he slowly made his way 
back to the sitting-room. 

There seemed to be no one there to help him ; 
his poor wife lay ill in bed, and the Fraulein gou- 
vemanie was probably composing, or painting her 
flower-pieces, or perhaps absorbed in an interesting 
book. 

Herr Markus hastily left his green retreat, and, 
crossing the court-yard, entered the house. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The bailiff was just about to put his baud upon 
the latch of the door of the sitting-room, when he 
heard footsteps behind him. He straightened him- 
self with some effort and slowly and stiffly turned 
his head to see who it was. "Halloo! What's 
ibiQ ? Is the fellow invading my four walls ?" he 
growled, angrily, not without alarm. 

In an instant the new landlord stood beside him 
with a half-suppressed laugh, and presented him- 
self by name. 

The old gentleman immediately straightened 
himself to his full height, as if some galvanic 
stream of fresh life had reanimated his feeble 
frame. He was undeniably a distinguished figure, 
and the effect of the refined courtesy of his man- 
ner was scarcely impaired by the patched old 
dressing-gown that fluttered about his spare limbs. 

The pipe was tossed aside, and, with a wave of 
his right hand intended to dissipate from the air 
about his visitor the fumes of what was certainly 
far from exquisite tobacco, he said, with aristo- 
cratic nonchalance, " I am forced to smoke the 
very weakest kind. Physicians are tyrants, and 
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care nothing for one's distaste for such ordinary 
stuff." 

He threw open the door of the sitting-room 
with an air of ushering his guest into some state 
apartment or consecrated chamber. This last the 
place might really be considered, inasmuch as 
against the opposite wall stood the couch where 
an unfortunaJ;e woman had now lain and suffered 
for more than a year. There were the curtains 
which the maid, with the help of the forester's 
pine-cones, had ironed yesterday. They surrounded 
with their snowy folds a bed that for freshness of 
linen and softness of pillows might well have 
stood in the sleeping-room of the most spoiled 
child of society. 

Beside the bed, upon a round mahogany table, 
were some handsomely-bound books and a glass 
bowl of flowers from the garden and forest most 
artistically arranged. Certainly this invalid, Herr 
Markus thought, was not so utterly sunk in pov- 
erty and misery. The Biblical sisters ministered 
to her wants. The strong, resolute girl whom he 
had first seen with a fishing-net upon her arm sup- 
plied her with food and drink and cared for her 
body, while the other, the niece, surrounded her 
with the graceful ministrations of her own fair 
hands. She probably even condescended, her hair 
exquisitely dressed and in a fresh toilette, to sit be- 
side the bed and read selections in verse from those 
E ^ 9 
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pretty miniature volumes, thus diffusing around 
her in the poor apartments a pale reflection of 
her former elegant mode of life. 

** Herr Markus, our new neighbor, dear heart," 
the bailiff said, presenting him; and his strong bass 
voice was modulated to a tender tone. The man 
ignored, with an evident intention that was quite 
ridiculous, the title of ' landlord.' 

At his words the delicate head of a woman, with 
a transparent, emaciated old face and snow-white 
hair beneath a simple cap, was raised with a star- 
tled air from among the pillows. " Ah, sir !" the 
old lady exclaimed, in a weak, quavering voice, as 
she extended to him a small hand that trembled 
nervously. Here, too, his presence evidently pro- 
duced the anxious conviction that the moment of 
reckoning, so long feared, was at hand. 

The lord of the manor approached the bed and 
reverently touched the offered hand with his lips. 
"Receive him kindly, madame," he said; "rest 
assured he will be a considerate neighbour to 
you." 

The invalid raised her large eyes, still fine, in 
surprise, as though she doubted having heard cor- 
rectly. But the frank, manly face, illumined by 
a kindly smile, was not that of one who utters 
phrases of conventional courtesy, forgotten almost 
as soon as spoken. With a sigh of relief she 
pressed the young man's hand. " How good you 



THE BAILIFF'S MAID. 99 

are to cheer us poor people " She hesitated 

and cast a quick, timid glance at her husband, 
who cleared his throat loudly and began to cough. 
" To cheer the bailiff's family at the farm with 
a visit," she corrected herself. 

" Yes, and only imagine, Sanna, what happened !" 
the bailiff said, with a laugh. "I thought that 
tramp outside was insolently following me into the 
house, and I burst out in a rage at him, while it 
was Herr Markus himself behind me.'' 

He took his seat in a creaking old arm-chair 
opposite his visitor, who at a sign from the invalid 
sat down beside her bed. "At Gelsungen, the 
royal domain which I rented for many years, the 
idea of thieves never entered my head," he con- 
tinued, rubbing his knee with an expression of 
pain. " There we had our apartments in the sec- 
ond story, and the house swarmed with our ser- 
vants. In this solitude it is quite another thing. 
We have but few people about, and these low win- 
dows make it no joke. Over in the dining-room 
the silver spoons might be stolen by the dozen 
without any one's knowing it until they were 
counted some time or there was an inventory to 
be taken." 

Herr Markus bit his lip in some embarrassment, 
as he remembered the last silver spoon which the 
maid had but yesterday so energetically defended 
from her faithful comrade's rapacious designs. 
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The woman in bed silently cast down her eyes, 
and a delicate blush coloured her pale cheeks. 

" I do not think you have anything to fear from 
the young man who was at the court-yard gate," 
said the landlord. He then told of his meeting 
with the stranger by the roadside, and of his pass- 
ing the night at the manor-house, not suppressing 
the fact of his early flight, which was probably the 
result of wounded pride. " He seemed to me even 
more feeble to-day than yesterday," he added. "I 
saw your maid, when she carried him a piece of 
bread, support him as he staggered." 

"Our maid?" the old lady asked, lifting her 
head from the pillow. 

" Yes, the maid, Sanna," the bailiff affirmed, in 
a loud tone of voice that cut off what she was about 
to say. " I gave her a couple of pieces of money for 
the man. Indeed, I'm very sorry for him," he went 
on, with genuine compassion, running his hand 
through the thin white hair beneath his velvet 
skull-cap. " I should like to help the fellow, and 
he certainly shall not be turned away from the 
farm if he is in need of a couple of days' food 
and rest. To turn away the needy has never 
been Bailiff Franz's fashion. I will call the poor 
devil in." 

He would have risen from his chair, but Herr 
Markus forestalled him. "Let me go, Herr 
Bailiff," he said. 
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" But, my dear, I do not know what there is for 
dinner to-day,'' the trembling, gentle voice from, 
the bed declared. " And remember, dearest hus- 
band, we should have to give him a bed, — a good, 
comfortable bed " 

" Of course. I really do not understand what 
you mean, Sanna," he interrupted her, impatiently. 
" Have we none ? No good bed at the bailiffs, 
where every one was always so delighted to pass 
the night! Bo not trouble yourself about the 
housekeeping, dear heart ! You imagine such im- 
possible things with regard to it since you have 
been unable to conduct it yourself, my good indus- 
trious housewife! But everything goes on per- 
fectly well, never fear. Although we have had to 
resign a degree of splendour, the solid worth of a 
good establishment still remains for us. True,"- — 
and the cap was pushed on one side, — " there is 
a difficulty about the wine. I cannot vie in that 
respect with the benevolent inmates of the manor- 
house. This infernal gout has got hold of me 
again, and it is an absolute impossibility for me to 
get down to the cellar, and I certainly shall allow 
no onfe else to meddle with my wine." 

"Permit me then, meanwhile, to place at your 
disposal a basket of wine from the cellar of your 
deceased friend," said Herr Markus, pausing on 
the threshold of the door with his hand on the 
latch. " Madame Franz must from the same cause 

9* 
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be deprived of a great restorative, and surely will 
not refuse to accept a gift as from the hand of the 
companion of her youth." 

He went out and hastily crossed the court-yard. 
"Whilst he had been sitting beside the bed he had 
not, to his vexation, been able to forget how the 

* prude' had pulled down the linen sleeves over 
her bare arms as though they suffered a soil from 
exposure to a man's gaze, and yet an instant after- 
wards she had been ready to put those same arms 
about a young beggar-man. This thought so beset 
and disturbed him that he eagerly seized upon the 
opportunity to undertake the proposed relief of the 

* tramp' himself. 

But there was no living creature to be seen out- 
side the gate. The stranger must have tottered 
away with his two pennies in his hand, and the 
maid must have returned to her household avoca- 
tions. On becoming assured of this he involun- 
tarily breathed a sigh of relief. Nonsense ! What 
was it to him if two young creatures, a man and 
a girl from the people, lent aid to each other in a 
strange land ? 

A^ he returned to the house his rapid glance 
scanned its front windows. The Fraulein gouver- 
nante certainly had withdrawn from all chance of 
meeting him, but he did not reckon this against 
her, since she had heard that he intended to avoid 
her if he could. He assuredly felt no desire to see 
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her, but it was his duty to overcome himself that 
he might discover from personal experience what 
manner of person she was. The idea of writing 
to her was but the result of momentary vexation ; 
he had never seriously intended doing so. 

Perhaps he might perceive her profile or the out- 
line of her figure at one of the windows. He could 
not but smile as he looked at these same windows. 
Only three of them were in any degree worthy to 
be the frame of a handsome feminine face: these 
were the windows of the sitting-room j with their 
pretty white curtains, on the left of the front door; 
on the right, one was covered by a shutter half off 
its hinges, and through the other two an almost 
empty room could be seen, — a room containing 
nothing save a large stove, a table, and some chairs 
of pine. That must be the servant's room, the re- 
treat of the maid when she found time to rest from 
her labours. Surely it could not be the famous 
dining-room, with its uncounted dozens of silver 
spoons ! 

A white wavering object attracted his glance to 
the low roof. A muslin curtain was fluttering out 
in the air from the mansard window above the 
house-door; lovely roses were blooming on the 
sill, and on the brightly-papered wall of the deep 
window-recess hung several pictures. There, then, 
the Fraulein gouvemante resided. Well, she might 
remain in her cell for to-day. He was not in the 
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mood just now to bandy smooth phrases with her, 
such as passed current in those circles in which 
she had lived and moved. 

He entered the hall, the stone floor of which was 
strewn with fine white sand. The kitchen-door 
stood open, afibrding a view of the room with its 
brick floor and its windows looking out upon the 
pine-grove. Frau Griebel's kitchen, neat as it was, 
could scarcely compare with this one, where all the 
tin.and copper relics of the grand kitchen fiirniture 
at Gelsungen shone spotless, and the wooden-ware 
hung white as snow upon the walls. The bailiff's 
wife was perhaps right in her doubts as to the din- 
ner. A soup-pot of liliputian dimensions smoked 
beside the hearth, and two small pigeons, ready 
tnissed, awaited the moment when they were to be 
put in the pan; but the hand that should have 
done so was absent. The kitchen was so quiet 
that the buzzing of an imprisoned bee and his 
thumps against the window-pane were distinctly 
audible. Yes, of course ; the faithful waiting- 
maid, who was * one in heart and soul' with her 
mistress, was quite as anxious as she to avoid the 
disagreeable visitor. 

"When he entered the sitting-room he could per- 
ceive traces of tears upon the gentle face behind 
the bed-curtains, while the bailiff was occupied in 
arranging in a cigar-stand three or four Havanas, 
— doubtless the remains of the cigars on account 
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of which the keeper was going to the Jew to-day 
with the lace in his pocket. 

"Well, and where is he of the communistic 
beard ?" he called out to Herr Markus, who, after 
replying that the young man must have pursued 
his way, seated himself again by the invalid's 
bedside. 

" Could she not tell which way he went ?" asked 
the bailiflF, quite absorbed in his occupation of 
arranging the cigars, for he did not look up. 

" Ah ! you mean the maid ? I did not see her.'' 

" I suppose she is busy with the dinner." He 
offered his guest a cigar, which was courteously 
declined. 

Herr Markus saw the old lady secretly wipe 
away a tear. Perhaps she knew of the sale of the 
lace ; it might have been the last relic of the family 
inheritance which her unprincipled husband had 
puffed away into the air. Anger against the incor- 
rigible old man took possession of him. He would 
not have touched a cigar for the world. 

"An artistically-arranged bouquet of wild- 
flowers," he said, pointing to the glass bowl and 
hoping to divert the invalid's mind from a disagree- 
able subject. 

" You may well say so," said the bailiff; " it was 
arranged by the hands of an artist. My niece, who 
lives with me at present, is an unrivalled flower- 
painter. We take great delight in her; nothing 
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that I expended upon her education has been lost, 
as are many other large sums that I have, as it 
were, thrown out of the window in the encour- 
agement of imaginary talent." 

" Ah, yes ! my good husband always thought he 
must give a helping hand to all who looked to art 
for a support, and his generosity has often been 
too lavishly exercised,'' the invalid said, with a 
feint smile, and a glance of imperishable affection 
towards the old man. 

" Youthful follies, Sanna, stupid efforts, which, 
however, God knows, I would make again to-day 

if I Yes, if I were only rushing along with 

the tide of this world's affairs. Deuce take it, it 
would be fine in spite of the stiff leg that this 
infamous draught-hole of a Hirschwinkel has given 
me ! Well, well, 'tis not always evening ; and if 
my golden boy comes home from California " 

Here he interrupted himself, for his wife hastily 
turned her head aside to hide it in the pillow. 
" But what was I going to say?" he instantly began 
again, rubbing his chin in some embarrassment. 
" Ah, yes ! my good brother died one day and left 
me Agnes, — poor little thing ! He had never been 
a favourite of fortune, and there was not much 
trouble about the little orphan's inheritance: he 
left nothing. So we took the darling to our hearts, 
Sanna and I, just as if the stork had brought her 
to us fresh out of the pond ; and we never repented 
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it. At the terrible time when my poor little wife 
broke down with her dreadful nervous disorder we 
found out what Agnes was : she left her splendid 
position in Frankfort and came to this solitude to 
nurse her sick aunt." 

" Agnes is an angel ; she sacrifices herself for 
us," the old lady broke in hastily, as if not a 
moment should be lost in showing the girl's merit 
in its true light. " She has taken a yoke upon her- 
self that " 

"Nay, nay, my darling! not quite so bad as 
that," the bailiff interrupted her, with a disturbed 
air. He leaned forward and looked towards the 
work-table that stood by one of the windows. 
" Hm ! hat and gloves are gone. She must be 
gathering flowers in the forest. I should like to 
have had the pleasure of introducing you to her. 
Of course, she does not live here in the style to 
which she has been accustomed at General Gu- 
seck's, but " 

" The young lady was probably quite spoiled 
there," Herr Markus observed, with a smile of 
some malice. 

"Treated as though she were the lady of the 
house," the bailiff assented. "Fancy dinners, 
balls, the theatres, her own maid, an elegant equi- 
page at her command." He counted them all off 
upon his fingers. "She is very pretty, perfectly 
comme il fauty plays the piano magnificently— 
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Good heavens! how I hate to think of it!" he 
interrupted himself. "I had a grand piano at 
Gelsungen, — an instrument that cost me a round 
thousand thalers; many a famous performer has 
played upon it at my soirees. Now it belongs to 
a successful glue-manufacturer, and is thrummed 
upon by his half-dozen olive-branches. But what 
else could I do ? I had to give it up. Where is there 
a place for it here ? I only wish you could have 
heard its magnificent tone. Beneath my niece's 
fingers it was absolutely overwhelming; I could 
listen with pleasure to her even when she was only 
practising exercises upon it. Ah! you are not fond 
of such things ?" he asked, noticing the contempt 
that was but too legible in his landlord's face. 

" No," the latter frankly replied. " The num- 
ber of piano-playing ladies is legion. After every 
dinner, at every evening party, the unfortunate 
instrument is the last resort. I always take my 
hat when a lady seats herself at the piano." 

The bailiff laughed rather constrainedly as his 
wife said, gravely, "Rest assured that even al- 
though the instrument were still ours, you would 
never have had any performance upon it here 
forced upon you. Our dear child is not given 
over to a one-sided cultivation of her taste " 

" My dear, I said only a moment ago that Agnes 
is also a painter par excellence/' the bailiff impa- 
tiently interrupted her. 
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" She is perfectly at home in kitchen and cel- 
lar," she continued. It evidently cost her an effort 
to say this, after her husband had so decidedly cut 
short her words ; but she said it in a raised voice 
and with audible emphasis. 

"I cannot understand you, Sanna," he inter- 
rupted her again. His face flushed, and he rubbed 
his knee again with a frown. " Why are you so 
determined to represent Agnes, the daughter of an 
officer of rank, a Franz, as a Cinderella, a kitchen- 
maid ? K she is no more than that, 'tis a pity to 

have thrown away my money X propoSy Herr 

Markus," he said, resolutely changing the subject, 
"how long do you propose to stay at Hirsch- 
winkel ?" 

" Only a few days." 

It seemed as if the old man breathed more freely, 
although he repeated, with a frown and in a tone 
of displeasure, — 

" A few days ? Hm ! then we shall scarcely have 
the pleasure of seeing you here again ; and I am 
forced, since my unfortunate foot prevents my 
returning your visit, to seize the moment while 
I may and ask for an oral answer to my letter. 
How is it about the railway ? You have now seen 
for yourself the miserable condition of the farm- 
buildings ; patching is no longer of any avail. In 
especial, the old hut that we inhabit here creaks 

and totters at every blast of wind ; it will tumble 

10 
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down in a heap the first time the locomotive passes 
by, as sure as two and two make four." 

" It would be best, then, to tear it down before- 
hand." 

" Sir !" the bailiff exclaimed. It almost seemed 
as if he would have seized the indifferent speaker 
by the throat, while the invalid, with a low cry of 
terror, extended her arms in entreaty. " Sir, that 
means, in other words, that you will turn us adrift ?'* 

Herr Markus took the old lady's hand sooth- 
ingly in his own. " Why should you be alarmed, 
madarae ?" he said. " Is this house, ruinous as it 
undeniably is, so dear to you that you would dis- 
like to see another in its place ? I shall rebuild the 
saw-mill from the foundation. I must do so, in- 
deed, if I would not have my tenant one day buried 
beneath its ruins. And a new house could be built 
much more quickly and easily here than there by 
the water-side. I promise that you shall have here 
a pretty and convenient house, with good airy 
rooms, a veranda, and stout shutters. We will set it 
back at least thirty yards from the tiresome neigh- 
bourhood of the rails ; we will put the stables on 
the north side of the house, and the court-yard be- 
hind the buildings, all which will of course require 
the clearing of a considerable piece of woodland. 
It is but reasonable that I should provide you with 
a suitable lodging while all this building is going 
on, and therefore I pray you to set up your tent in 
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the manor-house. I will place at your entire dis- 
posal the half of the upper story. I am sure you 
will soon feel at home in the dwelling of your de- 
ceased friend, and will be content there until — ^by 
the beginning of next May, I hope — ^you can return 
to the farm. Do you agree to this ?" 

She tried, quite speechless and weeping bitterly, 
to carry to her lips the hand that still clasped her 
own; this the young man prevented in positive 
alarm. "No, no!" he said, blushing with con- 
fusion. "Do not thank me. Take all that I do 
as an expression of affection from your noble old 
friend beyond the grave." 

The bailiff, too, seemed speechless from surprise ; 
he would have taken the young man's hand in 
gratitude, but at these last words he started and 
listened. He withdrew his hand, and in his know- 
ing glance might^ easily be read the thought that 
light was breaking in upon him, — ^that there was 
* something behind' this incredible generosity. His 
was one of those incorrigibly self-conceited natures 
that never admit that they have lost their right to 
all influence and respect ; they become masters of 
every situation so soon as an inch of opportunity is 
afforded them. 

" Ah, yes ! our dear friend," he said, with cool 
self-possession and an air of dignified reserve. 
" She knew well how to appreciate what we always 
were to her. From afar we faithfully sympathized 
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in her joys and sorrows, and at last shared with her 
the melancholy solitude of Hirschwinkel. How 
often have I been to the manor-house through wind 
and storm to cheer the long winter evenings for 
her by a game of chess ! And you must know, sir, 
that chess is by no means a passion of mine : quite 
the contrary. But one readily sacrifices one's self 
to a woman who knows how to prize the devotion 
of a friend as did our late excellent Frau Oberforst- 
meisterin." 

" She did more for us than all the friends who 
have partaken of our hospitality put together," the 
invalid said, timidly, and her voice trembled. 

" Don't be bitter, dear heart. Let us say nothing 
of all those good people. But you are right; Clo- 
tilde was truly grateful, and would undoubtedly 
have shown her gratitude more unmistakably if she 
had not been restrained by a delicacy easily under- 
stood on our part." He shrugged his shoulders. 
" Well, well, so it was to be ! Death took her un- 
awares, or much would have been otherwise." 

Herr Markus turned away in disgust from the 
pretentious boaster who could thus declare to his 
face, with scarcely an attempt at disguise, that he 
should have been, of right, master in Hirschwinkel 
had he not been born under so unlucky a star that 
the sudden death of its owner had annihilated his 
chance to receive the reward of his self-sacrificing 
friendship. A sharp reply rose to the young man's 
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lips, but, out of regard for the evident agitation of 
the invalid, he put a force upon himself and re- 
plied, calmly, " So far as I can learn from my 
aunt's lawyer and tried friend, she never regarded 
herself otherwise than as a steward of the property 
she inherited from her husband. For this reason 
only she refused to make any testamentary disposi- 
tion of the Hirschwinkel estate." 

" Yes, yes ! you may be right. Yes, yes !'' the 
bailiff stammered, suddenly falling back, quite 
cowed, in his arm-chair. " I even remember to 
have heard some such expressions from her own 
lips. Our acknowledgments are therefore due 
you for not ignoring the life-long intimacy that 
subsisted between her and ourselves. Well then, 
I accept with many thanks your friendly offer of 
a temporary home at the manor-house ; but, pray, 
what will become of my live-stock ?" 

It was hard to refrain from a smile in view of 
this absurd pretension. 

" Ah," said Herr Markus, busying himself with 
rebuttoning his glove, " I believe I did see a cow 
in the stable as I passed it " 

" Yes, yes ! quite right at present, Herr Markus. 
I was forced only a little while ago to deliver up 
two fine head of Swiss cattle to the butcher's knife, 
—a great trial for a farmer. I am very poorly off at 
present, my dear sir. Matters are not arranged at 
all as they should be on the farm. No one knows 

h 10* 
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that better than I, but I am in sad want of a farm- 
servant, — a man. I have written in all directions. 
Any one from hereabouts I positively will not have ; 
the people here are good for nothing. I have 
offered the highest wages in vain: the rascals 
think the place too lonely. No one will come to 
Hirschwinkel.'^ 

" Let me try. Perhaps I shall have better luck," 
the lord of the manor rejoined. " The cow can be 
driven over to the manor-house, and the fowls can 
be easily taken there also. So soon, however, as 
the new buildings are completed the old order 
must be re-established, — that is, there must be cattle 
in the stables, and the necessary amount of hired 
labour to work the farm if it is not to go to utter 
ruin. I will see to it all, and have a man engaged 
immediately for the sake of the harvest. Of 
course" — it seemed almost impossible to get the 
button on the glove into its button-hole; the 
speaker was obliged to give it an almost undivided 
attention — " of course we shall need another maid, 
a good strong peasant girl who knows her busi- 
ness. The maid whom you now employ was 
probably not originally engaged to fulfil her pres- 
ent duties." 

The invalid covered her eyes with her thin white 
hand, as though overcome by a momentary weak- 
ness, and the bailiff suddenly had so violent a fit of 
coughing that his face grew piuple. 
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Herr Markus was, however, burning with eager- 
ness to hear something more of the girl, and he 
kept fast hold of his subject in spite of the weak- 
ness and the cough of the old couple. 

" I think I have heard that she was from town 
or had been at service in some large city?" he 
obstinately persisted in inquiring. 

"Yes; she came to us from Frankfort-on-the- 
Main," the old lady answered. The hand which 
she had taken from her eyes plucked nervously at 
the bed-clothes. " She certainly has not been bred 
to her present hard position. My dear sir " 

" We shall therefore be all the more indebted to 
you if you can procure us a strong capable peasant- 
girl," the bailiff completed her sentence, raising 
his voice. " And when do you propose to begin 
building, Herr Markus ?" 

" I shall immediately communicate with an archi- 
tect in the nearest town," the young man replied, 
rising as he spoke. There was a frown of dis- 
pleasure upon his brow. " And I shall not fail to 
submit his plans to you shortly." 

" God bless you ! You are most generous !" the 
invalid exclaimed, with emotion, as he took leave 
of her with a respectful bow. 

The bailiff insisted upon accompanying him from 
the room. Outside in the hall he detained him 
with an air of mystery. 

"All that you propose doing for us is most 
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amiable and kind," he whispered, " and I am most 
grateful to you for it ; but be sure that you risk 
nothing in what you do. Every farthing will be 
repaid you. You shall not lose a penny ; of that I 
assure you. You see, I could not speak inside 
there ; my wife cries her eyes out for her boy ; ft is 
a ticklish subject. K he were to come back to us 
in rags, she would be only too blest to have him 
once more; 'tis the way with women. It is the 
father who must be resolute in such matters. I 
would not interrupt and ruin my son's career for 
any such whim. He has been very lucky, the 
good-for-naught who could not be contented in his 
lovely Thuringian home. The young fellow is now 
a kind of nabob. Let one or two years pass by 
and I can frankly ask His Serene Highness what he 

will take for his Gelsungen estate, and Deuce 

take you, get out !" he suddenly interrupted him- 
pelf, and, tearing his cap from his bald head, he 
threw it through the open kitchen-door at a cat, 
that had jumped upon the table to appropriate one 
of the pigeons. 

He hobbled along and chased the animal out into 
the yard with his cane, after which he closed the 
door of the kitchen. It was quite empty. Not a 
particle of steam ascended from the soup-pot; the 
fire must have been out for some time. 

" Such stupid neglect !" the bailiff muttered, his 
fitce red with anger and vexation. " You may 
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hire and keep ten servants, and each and all of 
them will leave the doors wide open and cook and 
boil for the cats. We were within an ace of losmg 
our dinner. Where in the world can she be ?" 

" Yes ; where can she be ?" was also Herr Mar- 
kus's angry thought as, after taking his leave of 
the bailiff, he crossed the court-yard to the garden, 
that he might return to the manor-house by the 
same way that he had pursued in coming thencOb 
He glanced crossly up towards the mansard win- 
dow, out of which the muslin curtain was floating 
like a summer cloud. Most probably she had 
taken refuge with the Fraulein gcuvemanle^ and 
two feminine heads were at this moment secretly 
regarding him with derisive smiles. It was too 
bad that she should neglect her master's frugal 
meal and bring down upon herself a stern reproof 
only that she might avoid meeting himself. 

The garden was quiet and lonely. The grass- 
hoppers were chirping in the hedge whence half 
an hour before the lady in white had come to cut 
her kitchen herbs. The green stalks that she had 
dropped in her hurry were still lying in the path; 
no foot had since passed along it. And in the 
linden arbour Herr Markus could boldly examine 
the memorandum-book : there was no human eye 
to see his ironical smile. 

The first pages of the little book were covered 
with the same neat handwriting in which the bail- 
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iff's arrogant letter had been written. Here were 
no verses, however, only detached thoughts occur- 
ring at the moment,— the opinions and expressions 
of a clear, well-trained mind. These pages were 
a favourable testimonial to the character of the 
writer. As she had left her pleasant position to 
become the nurse of an invalid, she had also, with- 
out hesitation, exchanged these clever thoughts 
and reflections for the strictly-kept accounts of her 
impoverished uncle*s meagre housekeeping. But 
how was this resolute manner of action to be rec- 
onciled with the behaviour of the young lady who 
Btill availed herself like a princess of the services 
of a maid ? 

He could have torn the innocent pages in his 
annoyance. And had he not cause for vexation ? 
He who had hitherto so enjoyed life for life's sake 
— who at home had fulfilled all his duties in his 
counting-room with such cheerful zeal, and had so 
thoroughly taken advantage of his hours of relaxa- 
tion, — who had never failed to experience the bless- 
ing of sweet sleep, — ^he whom nothing had ever de- 
prived of a healthy appetite — now found the country 
retreat, which had so attracted him at first, abso- 
lutely spoiled for him by obtrusive meditations to 
which he absolutely could put no stop. He turned 
aside from all Frau Griebel's delicacies, and this 
very morning he had sleeplessly tossed about in 
bed long before the cock's shrill crow had sounded 
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in the farm-yard beneath the window of his dark- 
ened sleeping-room. 

The farm, the old hovel with the mysterious 
governess-niece, and that lialf-crazy braggart the 
bailiff, the girl with the sphinx face and the noble 
figure in her poor working-dress who vexed and 
irritated him as no one had done hitherto, and the 
philanthropic scientific forester, the detestable fel- 
low who was spreading his nets for her,— he wished 
them one and all in Jericho for causing him all this 
worry and irritation, which, do what he would, he 
could not shake off. 

He would drive to town this very day and con- 
sult with the architect, to whom he would also in- 
trust the rebuilding of the saw-mill. The plan 
for the new farm-buildings could be delivered to 
him in a few days, as well as the architect's con- 
tract ready for signature. Everything else he 
would leave to Farmer Griebel and his good wife, 
— ^the engaging of the new servants, the removal 
of the bailiff's family to the manor-house, and the 
purchase at a later date of the live-stock. To 
arrange all this would occupy but a few days, and 
then he would shake the dust from his feet and 
depart, not to see Hirachwinkel again for a year 
and a day. Meanwhile, the last wishes expressed in 
the Frau Oberforstmeisterin's note-book should 
remain his secret until he was perfectly himself 
again, and the course of time had made evident 
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to whose guardianship the invalid's future should 
be intrusted to insure her a life free from care. 

He dropped the memorandum-book upon the 
stone table and left the garden ; its old gate swung 
to behind him with a feeble creak. That low, 
weary sound should, he intended, close all direct 
communication between himself and the people he 
was leaving. It never occurred to him to admit to 
himself that he had plunged head-over-heels into 
the affairs of strangers, and that it was his own 
fault if the threads of the net of their destiny 
clung about him like the slender creeping shoots 
of the wild brier that tangled themselves at this 
moment about his feet, and from which he could 
not rid himself except by trampling upon them. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Since then two days had passed. The architect 
had been at Hirschwinkel yesterday, had readily 
comprehended the intentions of the proprietor, and 
had promised to go speedily to work. Herr Mar- 
kus had gone with him to inspect the farm-build- 
ings. Of course he had not crossed the threshold 
of the door, — ^he was too firm in his resolve for that, 
— ^but he could not prevent the bailiff from coming 
to the window to thank him with enthusiasm for 
the basket of wine which he had sent to the farm 
immediately upon his return to the manor-house. 
He had also been obliged to accept with thanks the 
offer of a return of his visit, and the old gentleman 
had actually made his appearance a few hours after- 
wards in the twilight. 

Herr Markus was sitting in the pavilion on the 
wall when two figures had appeared on the border 
of the forest,— one a man hobbling clumsily along 
upon a cane, the other a female form on whose arm 
the old man leaned. Had not Frau Griebel said 
that the Fraulein gouvemante was just such a hop- 
pole as the strange maid ? Well, then, that must 
be she, — a tall, slender lady in a well-fitting dress 

of some soft dark material. A gray veil fl»:WL^^<^^ 
» 11 vi\ 
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from her little white straw hat and lay like a cob- 
web over her face. 

It was diverting to see the fair indignant hastily 
whisper a few words in her uncle's ear when Herr 
Markus appeared at the top of the steps, and then 
turn away and vanish in the forest. And the old 
gentleman had propped both hands upon his stick, 
and, turning his head stiffly, had stared after the 
retreating figure and uttered a "God bless me !" as 
the lord of the manor offered his arm to conduct 
him up to his retreat, where he scolded at length 
at the silly prudery of the young women of the 
present day. 

It was a work of time and trouble to get the 
old man snugly ensconced among the cushions of 
the corner sofa, whence he could examine at his 
leisure the ' charming bachelor's den on the wall.^ 
Cigars and a couple of green sparkling hock-glasses 
stood upon the table, and the aroma of a delicious 
Rhine wine soon escaped from a long-necked bottle. 
Herr Markus lit the new hanging-lamp, and with 
its light the reason why twilight had been selected 
for this visit became evident in a threadbare, care- 
fully-darned coat that hung upon the old man's 
meagre figure as upon a clothes-pole. His linen, 
however, was faultlessly white and clean, and in 
his cravat sparkled a paste diamond in an old- 
fashioned setting. 

And Herr Markus could not but acknowledge 
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that the hour spent in his visitor's society was a 
very pleasant one. The old man talked most in- 
terestingly of society and the world ; he also dis- 
played a degree of scientific culture, and the strange 
trait in the easy spendthrift's character which 
enabled him always to give excellent advice to 
every one save himself came out in strong relief. 

At the end of the visit the lord of the manor 
himself conducted his visitor to the farm ; he 
could not avoid doing so, since the crippled man 
could not go so far alone and no one came to fetch 
him. True, Herr Markus's quick ear detected a 
suspicious rustle among the trees beside the path ; 
but he entirely ignored the person who so insult- 
ingly avoided any meeting with him, whether it 
were the Fraulein governess or the odious prude, 
and only observed in a distinct voice to the bailiff, 
whose hearing was not quick, that there must be 
game in this part of the wood, he could hear it 
rustling. Then he laughed rather contemptuously 
and walked on, the bailiff leaning heavily upon one 
arm, while in the other he carried a package of 
books which the old man had selected from his 
book-shelves, observing that he was absolutely 
thirsting for something to read, since, for want of 
room, he had been obliged to sell his entire splendid 
library, upon which he had expended thousands, 
but which had, of course, only fetched a nominal 
price. 
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Herr Markus soon came to an understanding 
with Farmer Griebel, who immediately declared 
himself ready to assist the proprietor in his ' hu- 
manity,' and his excellent wife agreed to every 
thing, remarking that what her Peter chose to have 
done was sure to be done in spite of his looking as 
if butter wouldn't melt in his mouth; he was a 
hard-headed fellow, and she had nothing to say 
save ' Yes' and * Amen.' But no one could hinder 
her from shaking her head at the young master's 
proceedings ; he never had had a straw thrown in 
his way, or he would not be so ready to dance upon 
ice. She could get along very well with the Frau 
Bailiff, and even with the governess; she didn't 
mind taking care of the old lady and watching with 
her at night, and as for that proud piece of a gov- 
erness, one never need even see her. She might 
as well say beforehand, however, that there would 
be trouble with the bailiff; lazy, good-for-nothing 
tippler and braggart that he was, he would be sure 
to find fault even though she were to feed his cow 
upon bread and butter and his pair of skinny 
chickens upon omelettes. And the maid, with her 
patched fine-lady dress and her city airs, — there was 
no place for her at the manor- farm, where the work 
was done in a good peasant-gown and without any 
fantastic kickshaw on the head ; the creature would 
only make the servants disobedient, and for Frau 
Griebel herself she could not bear her. 
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The new master was very soon a chance witness 
of additional cause for this dislike. He had re- 
ceived a very long letter from his bookkeeper, and 
it was necessary to instruct him upon certain urgent 
matters as soon as possible. He had therefore sat 
writing at his table in the window of his pavilion 
for several hours, so absorbed in his task that he 
was quite oblivious of the outside world. None of 
the Griebel family had intruded upon him ; he had 
eaten his midday meal alone, and, after the maid 
who had served it had left the room, the scratching 
of his pen was the only sound to break the silence 
that reigned about him. Now, however, the door 
was flung open and Frau Griebel's leather shoes 
creaked on the threshold : she always served the 
afternoon coflfee herself. 

" 'Tis a fact that our manor-house is a quiet, 
pretty place," she said, after Herr Markus had 
extended his hand to her by way of greeting. 
" It's very sultry outside, Herr Markus, — hot as an 
oven;" and she wiped her face and neck with her 
apron. " I went out with my Louise to-day to look 
for mushrooms, and we picked a basket of straw- 
berries besides. We were out of bed by four o'clock 
this morning, for we had a long way to go ; there 
are no mushrooms anywhere near us, although they 
grow by hundreds in the Count's wood, — fellows 
half as big as my fist, I can tell you : they grow in 

an old charcoal-pit there. Tes, indeed, except 
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for them, wild horses could not drag me to the 
Count's forest. I cannot abide the forester there ; 
he struts about and treats one just as they do at the 
farm. And let me tell you, besides, that nothing 
would induce me to have that odd maid of the 
bailiff's beneath my roof, if only on account of my 
Louise, who will always be at home in the holidays. 
I saw to-day what made me open my eyes. Just 
think! we met that girl coming out of the forester's 
house early this morning, — at about half-past four ! 
Your face hangs out a red flag, I see, only to hear 
of it. Yes, indeed, it shames one to the very soul 
to see how the girls behave nowadays !'* 

She put his cup of coffee on the table beside his 
papers. " There ! now you know the whole, and 
need not be surprised if Frau Griebel is obstinate. 
K they must have a maid-servant at the bailiff's, I 
will see that they have a good one; she whom they 
have now shall not set her foot here. I am sure 
you would not ask it, Herr Markus. The Qriebels 
always stood up for honesty and good morals. 
Don't let your coffee get cold, and don't write 
yourself into a fever. Your face is as red as a 
peony." 

Scarcely was the door closed behind her when 
Herr Markus sprang up as if employing all his 
strength to break the invisible fetters that had 
hitherto kept him chained to his writing-table. 
The worthy Frau Griebel was a gossip, like any 
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other old woman ; he had with diflSiculty refrained 
from taking her by the shoulders and shaking her. 
He could not deny that the girl whom she slan- 
dered held her head high and affected a superiority 
to her station in air and manner which of course 
provoked the hostility of those about her, but she 
was purity itself, at whatever hour she chose to come 
out of the forester's house. Only it always in- 
spired him with a kind of terror to hear the girl 
talked of in connection with Green-jerkin. And 
it suddenly flashed upon him that his * humanity,' 
as Farmer Griebel called it, bade fair to be very 
different in its results from anything that he had 
intended. He could indeed declare with a clear 
conscience that he had purposed from the be- 
ginning to dispose of his aunt's legacy in the best 
possible manner for the legatees, but his quick, 
almost over-hasty, way of going to work had not 
been the result of a very noble motive; he had 
grudged Green-jerkin his nimbus of benevolence, 
he had wanted to be beforehand with him, and had 
effected the very contrary of what he had so ar- 
dently desired. The girl's self-sacrificing devotion 
would become, through his own arrangements, no 
longer indispensable to her mistress, and a mar- 
riage might speedily take place. 

Frau Griebel was right : his cheeks burned and 
his temples throbbed. He paced the room rest- 
lessly to and fro, and suddenly there flashed upon 
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him the conviction of the true nature of what was 
going on within him. 

Yes, it was as if the Herr Oberforstmeister were 
looking down with a contemptuous smile upon the 
* locksmith's son/ whose artisan blood asserted it- 
self with unerring instinct in striving to mate 4ike 
with like.* It stirred feverishly for one who ate 
the bread of servitude, — ^for a girl in the garb of 
labour with hands hard from toil. But could any 
one read upon the white brow of her who smiled be- 
side her haughty lord in bridal freshness that she 
was of noble birth ? Might not the girl with the 
dark masses of waving hair boldly compare herself 
with the other's fairness ? Was she not just as 
beautiful, and was there not the same soul-com- 
pelling charm that so touched his heart in the 
eyes that shone beneath the kerchief he had so 
rudely displaced and in those that looked from the 
picture on the wall ? 

Sultry as it was outside, there was still a broad 
expanse of meadow above which arched the blue 
sky, and many a foot-path through the dim forest ; 
the low ceiling, the small room here oppressed 
him. 

He took up his hat. The pen that he had thrown 
aside marred a half-written sheet of paper with a 
huge blot of ink, and several other sheets had been 
tossed upon the floor by his haste in rising. But 
he paid no attention to the disorder. Let the 
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bookkeeper wait for the orders he had requested ; 
the head of the great firm of Markus & Co., usu- 
ally the strictest and most conscientious of busi- 
ness-men, hurriedly walked out into the open air, 
heedless of the important matters he left behind 
him. 



CHAPTER X. 

Herr Markus turned promptly into the road 
leading to the pine-grove. His resolution never to 
visit the farm again of his own accord vanished 
into air like the light cloud of dust which the fervid 
breath of the hot afternoon raised from the dry 
meadow-path to blow it away before his eyes. He 
did not even hesitate, after walking around the left 
side of the farm-yard, to pause before the closed 
gateway, and to look into the yard through the 
same chink in the boards of the fence by which the 
beggar upon whop poverty had bestowed its alms 
had crouched two days before. 

The brooding sunshine lay white and glittering 
upon the baked pavement of the deserted yard, 
where no rain had fallen for many days. The fowls 
had taken refuge from the heat in some corner, 
and the dog, who, at the sound of approaching 
footsteps, had feebly essayed to bark, gave up the 
attempt in view of the hot weather. In the old 
people's room, however, which the ancient stone 
walls made cool and damp, the sultry breath of the 
afternoon seemed welcome. Two windows were 
wide open. At one of them the bailiff sat read- 
ing, and through the other Herr Markus could 
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see the invalid lying back among her pillows with 
folded hands. The two old people were alone; 
nothing was stirring behind the curtainless win- 
dows to the right of the closed hall-door, and the 
young man scarcely glanced towards the window 
in the roof. He was perfectly indifferent as to 
whether the Fraulein gouvemanie were sitting 
there behind her rose-bushes or not; he had but 
one thought, — but one, — and this impelled him 
to go around the house and inspect the kitchen- 
window. Here, too, everything was as quiet and 
lonely as in the garden through which he passed, 
and as throughout the fields belonging to the 
farm which he could overlook across the hawthorn 
hedge. 

He bit his lip. Must he really go to the Count's 
forest to convince himself that he was a fool, — that 
he had been balked in the most humiliating man- 
ner ? Oh, if his friends at home could know of all 
this! The shout of triumph from those of his 
acquaintances whom he had taunted with being 
* spoony;' the indignation of his step-mother, who 
was the daughter of a privy-councillor ; the mali- 
cious laughter of the young girls among whom he 
had always played the part of invincibility, — all 
this he pictured to himself in the liveliest colours, 
while he nevertheless hurried along through his 
own domain to reach his hiding-place among the 
tall brushwood behind the lofty beech. Ha <i.csv\k.^ 
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understand the refreshment it must afford to both 
body and soul to exchange, if only for a few hours, 
the deserted dusty farm-house behind the pine-grove 
for that pretty red structure. There it lay like a 
brightly-ornamented box on the green carpet, which 
was disfigured by no parched blade of grass, in the 
midst of the beechen shades, while behind it rose 
the steep lofty wall of forest, whence fresh luxuri- 
ant life was pouring in a thousand silver streamlets 
into the valley below. 

To-day its physiognomy was somewhat altered ; 
the bird-cages with their noisy occupants no longer 
hung within the window in the gable, and all the 
windows of the corner room which the forester had 
meant to reserve for the invalid w.ere darkened by 
shades. Entire silence reigned around the house, 
— ^a stillness so profound that one might have sup- 
posed that the nervous sufferer had already taken up 
her abode there. The house was evidently closed; no 
one was at home, and therefore the lord of the manor 
was just about to leave his post of observation, 
when his steps were stayed by a sudden resounding 
burst of laughter. It came from the corner room 
where the shades were drawn down, — a wild up- 
roarious burst of merriment that fell harshly and 
discordantly upon the ear, breaking in upon the deep 
quiet of the forest. It was followed by a murmur 
of excited voices, and one of the shades was raised 
a little as if by some disturbance within the room. 
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The keeper had visitors ; some good friends very 
likely were enjoying his cool room. Its cosey 
corners were probably, so Herr Markus thought, 
now filled with the fiimes of beer and tobacco, 
and laughter was sure to follow the jokes at the 
card-table. 

No; it was impossible for him to imagine the 
girl amid such surroundings; she was not here; 
Tier proud presence would brook no such coarse 
merriment. And yet just at this moment the hall- 
door opened and the girl appeared. 

She had an earthen pitcher in her hand, and 
came down the steps with her arms hanging at her 
sides, her eyes cast down and her brows bent anx- 
iously, the very image of brooding melancholy. 

In his indignation the young man behind the 
beech would have rushed towards her, but invol- 
untarily he paused, as though there were about 
the slowly-pacing girlish- figure an atmosphere in 
which any outburst of passion would be impossible. 
She walked around the corner of the house to the 
mountain-spring, the crystal waters of which were 
rippling through a primitive wooden trough into a 
hollow stone basin. 

Herr Markus followed her. She heard his foot- 
steps, and turned towards him. He was so near 
her that he could see her change colour, while the 
pained expression upon her face vanished on the 

instant. 
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"Will you not refresh yourself by a draught 
from this clear spring ?" she asked, steadying her 
pitcher upon a board beneath the flowing water. 
" I will bring you a glass from the house " 

" The Bible says, * And she hasted and let down 
her pitcher upon her hand, and gave him drink/ " 
he replied, ironically, barring her way to the house. 
"K you would be a Rebecca, you must adhere 
to the text. But I thank you, no; I do not even 
wish to drink from the pitcher," he went on sneer- 
ingly. " ' Clear spring water' ! Is it with that 
alone that you have ' refreshed' the jovial company 
within there ?" 

She started in terror, as he noted with malicious 
satisfaction. " Can the noise be heard outside ?" 
she stammered. 

" Does that surprise you ? The voices seemed 
to me tolerably strong and very merry. I even 
hoped the gentlemen would join in a jovial drink- 
ing-song " 

" You are wrong," she interrupted him, turning 
pale, and the anxious look that she cast upon him 
was half veiled in tears. 

"Well, then, I am wrong. There is a party 
of devotees in the corner room, possibly." He 
shrugged his shoulders. "And what afl&iir is it 
of mine ? But one thing I should like to ask : do 
your employers know of your coming thus to the 
keeper's house ?" 
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She raised her hands entreatingly. " Oh, no, no ! 
The old people have no suspicion of it. They must 
know nothing of it." 

" Indeed ! And you wish to close my lips upon 
the subject ?" he said, restraining himself, and with 
apparent indifference. 

" I must indeed earnestly entreat you, if you 
should come again to the farm before your depart- 
ure, to say nothing of it. I pray you, sir " 

" Good heavens ! yes, since so it must be, I can 
be silent Although I hardly consider myself spe- 
cially qualified to keep an indelicate secret " 

" Indelicate V 

She turned from him, and he could not but 
confess to himself that this girl, who in a single 
word, a single gesture, expressed an entire gamut 
of emotion, must be either a finished actress or a 
thoroughly pure creature imbued with the loftiest 
culture. 

In his embittered mood he declared to himself 
that she was the former. Was there a doubt of 
it? Had not the exaggerated prudery which had 
lately veiled her face from his rash gaze been the 
most absolute farce, in view of the fact that she 
was here ministering to these noisy men without 
the disfiguring * scarecrow* of a cloth on her head 
or the hideous shawl about her shoulders ? And 
yet she had the insolence to ask his silence in that 
gentle tone of entreaty ! And then the seductive 
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charm of her whole appearance, the lovely face be- 
neath the thick waving masses of dark hair ! He 
seemed to feel a gayly-painted serpent wreathing 
itself about his heart, and, cost him what pain and 
anger it might, he must crush it. 

"Does the ugly word vex you?" he asked, 
sharply. " Well, let us say interesting,— the inter- 
esting secret. You will have an easy task with the 
old people. Neither of them crosses the threshold 
of the door, and they cannot possibly follow you, 
while I,^— well, I have promised you that I will 
be silent. But how about Dame Blue-stocking? 
She is not locked into her room in the roof, and 
her feet are swift, as I found out yesterday evening. 
She glides along like any fairy, and, since she can 
contrive to vanish suddenly like a summer cloud, 
she may possibly appear at any moment in her 
gray cobweb veil from some forest recess; and 
what then r 

A scarcely perceptible smile hoVered upon her 
lips; she bent over the spring, and moved her 
pitcher on the board beyond the reach of the run- 
ning stream of water. " I think I have told you 
that I cannot possibly do anything without her 
knowledge," she said while thus occupied. 

" Yes, you have told me so," he assented. " And 
it is quite in order that your Fraulein should patron- 
ize such a secret. Intrigue is the favorite amuse- 
ment of such as she ; and if it cannot be carried on 
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in the drawing-rooms of the rich and great, they 
will condescend, for the love of it, to pursue it in 
a lower sphere. I know these crafty mole-like un- 
derminers ; I know them. Of course, they prefer 
to work for themselves. They ap[ ear to hear and 
to see nothing, but they absolutely absorb every 
great and small family secret. One scarcely sees 
where they set their foot, but there it is planted 
firmly, and they well know how to mount the 
ladder round by round, until, suddenly, they attain 
their end, and are, with all their seeming humility, 
seated on high, having stolen a lover who had be- 
longed to another, or a widowed father from his 
daughters. Does the lady's-maid, the confidante 
of the former governess at General von Guseck's, 
know nothing of such achievements ?" 

The girl still stood half turned from him beside 
the spring. Once she raised her hands, only to 
drop them clasped before her, and now she looked 
back at him, not with the offended air which he 
knew so well on her face ; the brown eyes which 
she slowly raised to his were full of hurt surprise 
and reproach as she said, constrainedly, " General 
^ von Guseck was a widower, and had a grown-up 
son and a daughter of seventeen who was betrothed. 
They all regarded the governess of the younger 
children with confidence and respect, as though she 
belonged to them. And I know that this governess 
never abused their confidence with the sligjit^^t 
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thought of her own selfish advantage. This I am 
sure of, and would go through fire and water to 
maintain." 

"Ah, yes! it needed but this," he interrupted 
her, with a rude laugh. " You would go through 
fire and water for this incarnate selfishness. Have 
you not already been dragged to this desert, 
plunged into poverty and want, that the spoiled 
creature might be duly served and tended ? The 
old Frau at the farm says herself that you were not 
trained to this hard labour in the fields, and now 
you are forced to undertake this service because 
your adored mistress would otherwise — hardly have 
enough to eat." 

She shook her head decidedly and bit her lip. 
She seemed to be struggling against the tempta- 
tion to contradict, while for a moment there was a 
sparkle of unmistakable merriment in her eyes. 

" You need not trouble yourself to reply," he 
said, contemptuously waiving all discussion. "You 
cannot justify her : I know better. When once 
these women have set their lips to the intoxicating 
goblet of wealth and splendour, they are entirely 
spoiled for domestic life. They think and dream 
of nothing else forever after than of how to secure 
position and luxury for themselves, and no man is 
too old and white-haired, or too young and foolish, 
to be captured by them to this end. Perhaps the 
inmates of General von Guseck's household under- 
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stood all this as well as I, who would rather live a 
lonely life forever, than make a former governess 
the mistress of my household. Rather the meanest 
peasant-girl of the forest, so that she has honesty 
in her face and truth in her heart !*' 

He saw tffe colour fade from her face ; she made 
no reply, hut took up her pitcher and turned to go. 

" And are you really going in there again ?" He 
pointed to the forest lodge. " Has the noisy merri- 
ment no terrors for you V^ 

She gave him a sidelong glance from beneath 
her drooping eyelashes. " I have strong nerves, 
almost like those of a sturdy peasant-girl of the 
forest who has no fear of the Sunday riot in the 
village inn," she replied, serenely. " And in this 
case there is no question of like or dislike. I 
simply must " 

" You mean that you are already bound to that 
house by ties of duty," he interrupted her, gravely. 
"But with regard to the nature of these duties 
people may puzzle themselves, as in the case of the 
* Fraulein gouvemante^ hidden like some saintly 
image behind a mysterious veil !" His tone grew 
keen and ironical again. " Good heavens, yes ! it 
may be a pleasure thus to set the world at defiance ; 
yes, even very amusing. I do not grudge you the 
entertainment for an instant. But the inmates 
of Hirschwinkel are not as unsuspicious as their 
new master; they solve the riddle in thek <>>^\i. 
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way, and have not a word to offer in excuse for the 
bailiff's maid who goes to the forest lodge at all 
hours of the day. The keeper lives alone " 

He paused. It was a pain to him to see how her 
hand fell powerless at her side, how the crimson 
colour dyed her neck and brow. She stood for a 
moment with her gaze averted as if in shame, and 
for the first time he saw the pure outline of her 
profile and neck motionless against the dark back- 
ground of the beechen foliage. 

Around the upper part of her neck she wore a 
velvet ribbon so narrow that it seemed almost like 
a thin line drawn by a paint-brush. Involuntarily 
the young man thought of Faust's words, — " And, 
strange ! around her fairest throat a single scarlet 
band is gleaming," — and the magnificent sweep of 
valley changed and contracted to a narrow defile. 
The forest house, with its closely-curtained win- 
dows and wild merriment within-doors which the 
girl evidently feared to have heard outside, sud- 
denly looked like a haunt where crime might lurk 
and seek shelter. 

And hither she was wont to come secretly, drawn 
as if magnetically into the evil whirlpool. A sharp 
pang shot through him as he feared she might be 
already engulfed in it. But there she stood like 
some sleep-walker suddenly aroused, the flaming 
witness of unutterable indignation and amazement 
in her face. Perhaps this bitter moment might 
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scare her away forever from the Count's forest. 
He hoped so as he still stood with his eager gaze 
riveted upon her; but she raised her eyes again 
to his, and there was stern resolve in her every 
feature. "I care nothing for evil tongues," she 
said, curtly, with head again erect. 

"Not even if respectable people close their doors 
upon you ?" he exclaimed, angrily. " Frau Griebel 
protests decidedly against your taking up your 
abode in the manor-house, and this for the sake of 
her innocent daughter," he added, with cruel dis- 
tinctness. 

This seemed to cut her to the heart ; she clasped 
her hands tightly upon her breast in mute anguish, 
and yet she said instantly, and with great firmness, 
" Frau Griebel will one day ask forgiveness of me 
for her harsh judgment. She, however, is not the 
ruling power at the manor-house ; my going there 
depends upon you, and you will not close the 
doors " 

"Indeed! do you think not?" he interrupted 
her. " For what do you take me, then ?" 

" For what do I take you ?" she replied, slowly 
raising her eyes to him. " I take you for a noble 
man — for magnanimity itself, if you can forget the 
angry words I dared in my blindness to utter. I 
took shame to myself when I learned the object 
of your visit to the farm. You have saved the old 
people from anxiety and want. You should ^«^^ 
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how the poor invalid seems infused with new life 
since she knows herself to he protected by you. I 

long to thank you, if only for that " She broke 

off, and timidly offered him her hand. 

But his gloomy face did not brighten. 

"No need for that!" he said, harshly, waving 
away her offered hand. " Why should you thank 
me ? What affair is it of the maid's if I make cer- 
tain arrangements with my tenant? Tou under- 
stand nothing of it, and need not meddle in it.'* 
His voice betrayed his irritation and annoyance. 
" And stick to your accusations. I am not kind, 
not in the least, — less than ever at this moment. 
All sorts of evil are stirring within me, malice and 
all uncharitableness. If I could give you pain, I 
would do it with delight." 

The girl glanced shyly towards him, he spoke so 
loud and angrily. 

" And tell the truth," he went on, more quietly, 
but quite as offensively. " You pretend to gratitude 
on the old lady's account ; but it is really for the 
spoiled princess in the attic. Oh, yes ! you think 
the upper story in the manor-house will indemnify 
her for the loss of the Guseck drawing-room. 
The bird whose wings have been cut may grow 
them there again. Fraulein gouvemanie is, of course, 
the principal person involved. The manor-house 
must be decorated and hung with wreaths when 
she moves into it." 
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She looked cast down and shook her head. 

" Poor governesses ! You doubtless would have 
them lay aside their books and scour and wash for 
other people." She sighed gently. " According 
to your preconceived idea, Agnes Franz is a. vain, 
idle, aflected creature." A melancholy smile hov- 
ered about her mouth as he assented with a mock- 
ing bow. " But even if she had been so, she surely 
would have lost all aflfectation upon her return 
home. I will not deny that she was tempted at 
first to strike sail and to run away from her hard 
duties in sheer despair. Much must be struggled 
with and endured before a girl of twenty can recon- 
cile herself to a stern destiny. But she has learned 
to do it." For a moment she paused, as if over- 
powered by the remembrance of the misery into 
which she also had been drawn. Then she breathed 
a sigh of relief. " And now all will be well. The 
dear old people will be taken care of for the rest 
of their days ; she can pursue her vocation again 
with a mind at ease. She must, it is true, accept 
your hospitality for so long as the invalid needs her 



care." 



" Good heavens ! what have I to do with that ? 
We shall not cross each other's paths. I am going 
away in a few days. Let her stay at the manor- 
house as long as she pleases. But you ?" 

"I?" She clasped her hands before her and 
looked down. He was irritated to see the charm- 
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ing smile that lent indescribable beauty to her face. 
How could she smile at this moment ? Positively, 
she was as frivolous and woridly-minded as her 
mistress. " Well, 1 shall stay too," she said, with- 
out looking up. " K you want one, you must have 
the other.'* 

" What do you mean ? you are entirely mistaken. 
There is no must for me in the matter, unless you 
, satisfy my good GriebeVs scruples by promising 
me not to enter that house again." 

"No; I cannot do that," she replied, gravely 
and decidedly, without the slightest hesitation. 

He turned from her, his eyes full of anger and 
hatred. 

" Then go your way ! I will not waste words 
upon you," he cried. " One thing only you shall 
know." He looked her full in the face, and said, 
bitterly, " You shall know that I despise you from 
my very soul." 

She started indignantly. For an instant these 
two people exchanged angry glances ; but if he in- 
terpreted the tears trembling upon her eyelashes as 
signs of giriish weakness and helplessness, he was 
mistaken. She suddenly and proudly turned her 
back upon him and took up her pitcher. 

" Have you nothing to say in reply ?" he asked, 
angrily^ 

" Nothing. Of what moment is it whether you 
despise the bailiff's poor maid or not ? She cares 
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but for two people : the consideration of others can 
but annoy her. " 

So saying, she walked away from the spring 
directly towards the forest lodge. 

" My regards to your jovial friends within there," 
he called after her. The gentle breeze seemed to 
dissipate the words in air before they could reach 
the girl's ears. Not a gesture betrayed that she 
had heard his impertinent call. She went on firmly 
erect, and in another moment had vanished within 
the house. 
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CHAPTER XL 

On the same evening Herr Markus made ready 
for his departure. This was not to-be borne. Why 
should he stretch himself upon the rack here in 
Thuringia ? The whole world lay open before him, 
and when once he had mingled in it again, and 
this dull, thick mist was dispelled that so clogged 
his brain, forcing him to concentrate all his thoughts 
on one odious subject, he should certainly be able 
to laugh at himself and to despise the Othello-like 
sensation that was continually driving him— nay, 
fairly hounding him on — to lurk about the forest 
lodge like a hawk around a dove-cote. A pretty 
dove-cote, indeed ! A woodland inn, rather, filled 
with boisterous drinking guests. But one dove 
surely flew in and out, white and beautiful, with 
innocent eyes. Much she cared whether her fair 
plumage were stained and soiled in that sultry evil 
atmosphere, if only her going and coming remained 
hidden beneath the veil of secrecy. Falsehood and 
deceit were lurking even in this quiet retired corner 
of the world ; and why not ? Belladonna and the 
poisonous digitalis, with its lovely bells-, grew 
among the woodland plants in the refreshing 
shades of the noble forest, and the puff-adder 

146 
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hissed from between the tangled roots of the 
majestic trees. 

He arranged the papers for his book-keeper and 
sent them to him, informing him that his pleasure- 
trip would extend beyond Nuremberg and Munich, 
that he might go even so far as Rome and !N'aples, 
and that in any event it would be some time before 
he should return to Berlin. And as he thus wrote 
he reflected, with a grim smile, that among the 
treasures of art in the Neapolitan museum, and 
beneath the pines on the shore^ of the bay, he 
should hardly deign even a contemptuous thought 
of the girl in the coarse dress, or of the fresh 
breeze blowing in the lonely valleys of the Thu- 
ringian forest. His present madness would be in- 
conceivable to him. 

But the next morning, when he parted his cur- 
tains and opened his window and the despised 
fresh breeze greeted him laden with the invigor- 
ating fragrance of the forest and of wild straw- 
berries, — when the waving fields of grain in the 
valley meadows sparkled and shone in the morning 
sun, while near at hand the cool beech'en shades in- 
vited as they threw dark, protecting shadows above 
the woodland paths passing among them into the 
very heart of the forest, — the angry man was over- 
come by an inexplicable anguish at the thought of 
leaving it all, and an ardent yearning possessed 
him that had nothing to do with the marble erj^^^ 



148 2WJS; BAILIFF'S MAID. 

of lifeless statues or the wooing softness of the 
Southern air. 

He put away his wraps and his travelling-bag, 
and established himself, very much as he had done 
every day of late, in the pavilion on the wall. He 
did not set foot outside the wall, however; he 
moved his table before the window that was shaded 
by the linden iu the garden, and drew down the 
shades of those that looked towards the pine-grove, 
closing and bolting the door that led out upon the 
balcony and down the outside steps, as though it 
never was to be opened again. 

Here he read and wrote, and for this one day 
was amazingly resolute in his self-imposed captiv- 
ity. He even listened in the afternoon with an 
appearance of extreme indifference to Frau Grie- 
bel's announcement that she had engaged another 
maid, — a fine, strong girl, who was ready to go to 
them immediately, — and she, Frau Griebel herself, 
had preferred to tell them about it at the bailiff^s. 
And really she had been utterly amazed by the 
bailiff's wife, lying there year in and year out in 
bed, and yet, poor sufferer ! so patient and gentle 
and kind that she could hardly wait for the time 
to come when she should be brought to the manor- 
house and be taken care of, for she had made up 
her mind that no <fte but herself should nurse and 
tend the dear lady, after what she had seen to-day. 
The two old people were entirely alone ; the old 
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cripple, who could hardly get across the door-sill, 
had been obliged to open the door for her, and 
there was not a spark of fire in the kitchen, — -just 
when it was time for coffee, too, when even the 
poorest could have a cup of hot chiccory-water 
at least. It was all a sight to see ! The elegant 
gouvemante Fraulein had probably been taking her 
afternoon nap; and as for the other, every one 
knew well enough where to look for her. Now, 
however, she could take her bag and baggage and 
be gone to her forester, for the new maid was a 
perfect dragoon, the hardest of workers, with 
hands to delight any really energetic housekeeper. 
She would think the trifle of work in the house 
and in the fields mere play, and would go about in 
her flannel jacket and hob-nailed shoes, as a good 
village giri should. In short, it was high time that 
there should be a good clearing-out at the bailiff's, 
and an end put to the scandal in the Count's 
forest 

As she spoke, the stout little body had bestowed 
various keen glances upon the lord of the manor, 
for since yesterday, when she had foun^ his good 
cup of coffee untouched and cold upon his writing- 
table, and had had to pick up his papers scattered 
on the floor, the new master of Hirschwinkel had 
rather puzzled her. Why, he really had looked at 
her as if he would have liked to choke her. Of 
course she waa not going to notice anything of the 

18» 
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kind. She had just * spoken out her mind,' and 
now took her leave, observing that she must go and 
arrange a garret-room for the new maid. 

And then, after sunset, it had really come to 
pass that the key in the door leading out on the 
balcony was softly and hurriedly turned, and imme- 
diately afterwards the new master' had gone down 
the steps and walked away between the wheat-field 
and the garden-wall, past the rear of the manor- 
house, and across a piece of meadow, directly into 
the forest. He had pulled his hat down over his 
eyes, as though ashamed in presence of the whis- 
pering grain and of the darkening tree-tops that 
gazed majestically down upon this fresh folly. 
Every sound — that of his own footsteps, the distant 
breaking through the underbrush of a wild rabbit, 
the rustle of a squirrel in the boughs overhead 
— seemed doubly loud and distinct; the *Halt!' 
of some officer of the law would have been less 
startling to the man walking there than the thought 
that Herr Markus, with his reputation for the strict- 
est sense of right, should be lurking here like some 
poacher trespassing upon the grounds of another. 
The goats in the keeper's stable bleated treacher- 
ously, and the dog inside put his nose to the crack 
of the door and growled, to the annoyance of him 
who was prowling about the house with a footfall so 
light that it was all but inaudible on the mossy soil. 

The windows of the corner room were still cur- 
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tained as closely as upon the previous day, but 
bright light was streaming out into the gathering 
darkness from a window upon the northern side, 
and through this window he saw what he had 
dreaded, what called up a muttered curse to his 
lips and caused his eyes to flash angrily. Yes, there 
she was, standing by the kitchen-fire; a broad gleam 
of light coming from the open stove illumined her 
figure. He was tempted to rouse her from the 
brooding revery in which she seemed sunk by a 
blow upon the window-frame, but there was no 
time for any such display of passion ; she suddenly 
roused herself, closed the door of the stove, and 
vanished through the door of the room with a plate 
of some smoking viands in her hand. 

The man outside had stood gazing after her for 
an instant, and then, standing erect, had, as it were, 
shaken the dust from his feet, and had passed be- 
neath the window with so firm and stout a step that 
the dog inside had exchanged his growling for a 
loud bark. A window had been opened, some one 
had probably looked out, but Herr Markus was 
walking carelessly along the road like any passer- 
by with no interest in the lonely house. Wo, he 
would no longer be the plaything of this miserable 
passion. Shame upon him who would allow him- 
self to suffer such degradation ! It must all be 
past and gone as if an earthquake had swallowed 
up that little red box and its inmates. The stars 
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began to twinkle palely in the skies, which were 
still bright with the dying day, but there they were 
in the narrow strip of the heavens that showed be- 
tween the forest on either side of his pathway ; just 
so they had shone down upon his childish head years 
before. How could poets compare their constant 
consoling light to women's eyes ? He laughed bit- 
terly. Was there in the world anything more false 
than the dark-eyed glances of a girl ? 

The last day of this unquiet week had come, 
and with it the architect with the plan for the new 
farm-house. He had work to do also at the saw- 
mill, whither the lord of the manor accompanied 
him, and he stayed at Hirschwinkel until the 
afternoon. When his catriage rolled away with 
him, Herr Markus descended the hall-door steps to 
carry the plan to the farm. He was quite self- 
assured ; during the night he had become perfectly 
calm, — calm as though his heart had never throbbed 
faster than at present. A feeling of contempt en- 
abled him to conquer himself, and, although the 
sunshine seemed dulled and dim, and everything 
about him strangely quiet, as if the dark ground 
had absorbed into itself all of light and joy that 
there had been in the world, surely it was better 
thus to gaze into what seemed a grave than to 
know himself the sport of some freak of fancy 
which humiliated him in his own eyes. 

In the farm-garden they had begun to mow the 
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grass; the fresh heaps, sprinkled with meadow- 
flowers, were lying in the pathway, and there too 
lay a handkerchief, a delicate snowy thing exhaling 
a fragrance of violets. Herr Markus picked it up; 
doubtless Fraulein gouvemante had been walking 
here ; he might possibly surprise her in the linden 
arbour with her work or a book. He cared but 
little whether it were so or not ; he did not desire 
a meeting, and should simply raise his hat in pass- 
ing. This, however, he was spared the trouble of 
doing. 

The mower was standing by the table in the 
arbour. She had probably, wearied and heated, 
taken refuge there in the shade for a moment. 
The sickle was lying upon the table, with a hand- 
ful of grass from which the girl was picking the 
flowers. 

"Without a word Herr Markus laid the handker- 
chief he had picked up upon the table, and his 
glance rested for an instant contemptuously upon 
the slender brown hands. He could not but re- 
member those of the * new maid,' to which Frau 
Griebel had alluded with such pride, and which 
were probably hardly adapted to tbe arranging of 
flowers. 

He went on, however, as if the arbour had been 
entirely deserted. The forester had called his 
manner ' rude,' and just now he looked rude and 
arrogant enough, like some haughty lord for whaxa. 
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the servants of the house where he is visiting have 
no existence. But a change came over him even 
as he passed through the court-yard. The invalid 
must not and should not perceive how odious this 
place was to him. 

He spread out the plan on the coverlet of her 
bed, and enjoyed her glad surprise upon seeing the 
drawing of the pretty house. Low windows and 
glass doors opened out upon a charming veranda. 
In the picture vines were wreathed about the pil- 
lars of this veranda, and instead of the forlorn 
farm-yard there was a green lawn in front of the 
house, planted with acacias. She gave him tears 
and smiles as he described and explained to her 
the entire convenient interior of the house, and he 
managed to preserve his composure in listening to 
the ridiculous pretensions and representations of 
the bailiff, who suddenly assumed an air of vast 
importance. The braggart was again master of the 
situation ; lie was building the house. He talked 
of parquetted floors, of the velvet furniture that he 
should buy for the drawing-room, and deplored the 
difficulty of transportation in procuring a suitable 
equipage. And meanwhile he limped about the 
room wrapping his patched dressing-gown, from 
the pocket of which dangled a faded cotton pocket- 
handkerchief, about his chest as though it were a 
robe of costly fur. 

The lord of the manor laughed, and gave a re- 
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assuring pressure to the thin hand extended to him 
by the invalid, who looked anxiously at him while 
the bailiff was thus discoursing. She should, her 
new friend assured her, have from Berlin a conve- 
nient wheeled-chair, which would greatly facilitate 
her removal to the manor-house. And then he 
took his leave. Of course it was the heated air of 
the room that drove the eager blood to his head, 
and himself forth into the open fields; he went that 
he might breathe more freely. Only for that. He 
might have gone directly home by the road; but 
there the sun basked hot and glowing and it looked 
deserted, while the trees in the garden offered him 
an inviting shade: so why should he not go through 
the garden ? 



CHAPTER XIL 

"With a careful hand Herr Markus kept the little 
gate in the hedge from closing noisily, and remained 
for a moment motionless among the raspberry- 
bushes, because — ^well, because it was so cool and 
shady there. And thence he saw the girl who was 
mowing the grass draw from her pocket the violet- 
scented handkerchief and bury her face in it. The 
intimacy between mistress and maid apparently in- 
volved a community of personal possessions. 

Her back was turned to him, and by the move- 
ment of her shoulders he could see that she was 
breathing spasmodically. In an instant he stood 
beside her. 

"Why are you weeping?" he asked, half un- 
easily, half mockingly. She uttered a low startled 
cry and involuntarily took the handkerchief from 
her face. Yes, her eyelids were red with weeping, 
but her eyes flashed indignantly upon the ques- 
tioner. She made no reply, but picked up her 
sickle from the ground, as if to resume her work, 
without paying any heed either to him or to his 
inquiry. 

" Am I to have no answer ?" he asked, restrain- 
ing himself. 
166 
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She evidently struggled with herself. "None 
until I can prave to you that you have grossly in- 
suited me," she said in a low tone. 

" You would prove that?" He laughed harshly. 
"I should like to know how. But let me tell 
you" — ^his tone changed and was suddenly tinged 
with passion — " that I would beg for forgiveness 
on my knees if you could do so." 

She looked up in surprise and uncertainty, then 
blushed crimson ; her head sunk upon her breast, 
and she was the picture of conscious guilt. 

" I knew it," he said, contemptuously, seeing her 
stand thus. " You were in the Count's forest yes- 
terday " 

"And so were you," she quietly interrupted 
him. 

Her composure amazed him, and, besides, he waa 
thoroughly ashamed of the espionage in which the 
girl had detected him. 

" Ah ! I did not know that a watch was kept in 
the forest lodge upon every passer-by," he said, be- 
• tween embarrassment and vexation. 

" There is neither time nor inclination at the 
lodge for anything of the kind," she replied, as 
quietly as before. " The dog began to bark " 

" And you looked out to welcome the returning 

master of the house," he completed her sentence. 

" Supper was ready ; he had but to seat himself at 

the spread table. He is comfortable indeed. You 

14 
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are marvellously busy and domestic in your future 
home." 

She looked at him, amazed at first, and then sud- 
denly seemed to understand. She blushed again, 
and the corners of her mouth twitched as with re- 
strained laughter. " We are not going to the forest 
lodge ?" she said, half inquiringly. 

" Certainly not * we,' if by that you mean your 
master and mistresses. I think Fraulein Agnes 
Franz would hardly be grateful for a shelter in the 
home of her former maid." 

" The forest lodge in the Count's forest belongs 
to His Highness the Prince," she replied, still sup- 
pressing a smile, " and I cannot tell how I could 
possibly have any right to dispose of it. Moreover, 
I shall have been in Thuringia long enough when 
* Fraulein Agnes Franz' leaves here. I shall go with 
her to earn my bread abroad in the world." 

He stared at her for a few moments in speechless 
amazement. " I might perhaps believe you," he 
then said, slowly, without taking his eyes from her, 
" did I not know that you — are false." 

Her lips quivered, but she listened to the accusa- 
tion with apparent composure. " I do not contra- 
dict you : why should I talk to the wind ? Toii 
look through coloured glasses, and I cannot stir a 
finger to establish the truth. Unfortunately, you 
will be in certain respects justified in hereafter 
accusing me of playing a part." 
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" Tes ; the unjustifiable part of feminine coquetry, 
learned from an accomplished * fine lady/ " 

" No ; that I deny." This she said with decision 
and a steadfast look into his angry eyes. 

He smiled incredulously. " I should like to 
know what the man in the forest lodge thinks about 

it." 

« 

" He thinks and says with the dawn of each day, 
* Thank God that the terrible time of care and 
anxiety at the farm is past !* His relief is almost 
as great as mine." ^ 

" And in view of this relief he is speedily to 
overcome the effects of your playing with him so 
cruelly ?" 

The girl tossed her head proudly, and a sharp 
ajiswer evidently trembled upon her lips, but she 
controlled herself, and said, calmly, " Do you call 
the hard, weary labour in the fields which we per- 
form together like a couple of faithful comrades, 
play? Fritz "Weber is a fine honest fellow, to 
whom I shall be grateful as long as I live ; and 
therefore I have promised him" — an arch expres- 
sion appeared upon her lovely face, to vanish in- 
stantly — " to be present in person at his marriage, 
even although I should cross the ocean to do so. 
In two years he will be in a position to bring his 
faithful bride home from Magdeburg, where he was 
formerly in garrison." 

Herr Markus's whole expression changed aa 
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though some happiness had been revealed to him. 
"And you will then come across the ocean? Is 
the Fraulein gouvemanie going to try her fortune on 
the other side ?" 

She shrugged her shoulders. " Perhaps," she 
said, laconically, passing her slender fingers as she 
spoke along the blade of the sickle as if brushing 
away some stain. 

"Do not do that!" he said, nervously. "You 
will cut yourself. Eather throw aside that thing. 
You need it now as little as does your mistress her 
flower-painting." 

The girl dropped the hand that held the sickle, , 
but she certainly had no idea of throwing the im- 
plement aside. " I shall work at my post so long 
BB there is any necessity for so doing," she replied, 
with grave composure. "And I fail to compre- 
hend why my ' mistress' should resign an art in 
which she takes pleasure." 

" Why, did you not say that she was going be- 
yond the sea ? Do you not know that the way to 
Utopia and the ideal fairy prince lies there ?" 

Her lips curled scornfully. " What an idea of 
the power of wealth is entertained by your rich 
man !" she said, bitterly. 

He laughed. " Is he wrong in this idea ? God 
knows, no ! Every day justifies his entertaining 
it. Given a rain of diamonds on brow and neck, a 
palace in a crowded metropolis, a fairy villa in the 
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midst of luxuriant fields and lawns, and your Prau- 
lein gouvemanie will find him who can bestow all 
these glorious perfection, were he black and brutal 
as the very devil. Is this not so ?" 

" Oh, of course, since you say so,'^ she replied, in 
the same light tone he had used. " The one whom I 
know has her whims. Is it not utter presumption 
in her to allow herself antipathies and likings quite 
as strong as your own ? I know that she regards 
the advantages of wealth precisely as you do the 
governess class, — as entirely beneath her considera- 
tion.*' 

Intense irritation was evident in this sharp reply, 
but he did not appBar to feel it. "Ah ! do not 
allow yourself to be so imposed upon," he said, 
laughing. " You are a clever girl, — a kind of in- 
tellectual prodigy, I think, for your sphere of life ; 
but the innermost being of your mistress is a sealed 
book for you, nevertheless. SHe deceives you. 
Let her go, then, to her desired El-Dorado. I 
wish her success there with all my heart. May 
she be happy there in her own way, if she will only 
leave her shadow behind her ! Do not go with her. 
No! you will stay at Hirschwinkel ?" he asked, 
after a long-drawn breath, almost entreatingly. 

But she was unmoved. " Stay here ? To await 
my destiny perhaps?" she retorted, contemptu- 
ously. 

" It might come to take possession of you sooner 

/ 14* 



i 



162 THE BAILIFF'S MAID. 

than you think," he rejoined, with an odd kind of 
hesitation ; an eager heart seemed clamouring in 
his uncertain tones. He suddenly approached her ; 
she retreated startled, and with a frown raised her 
right hand involuntarily, as if to defend herself. 
The blade of the sickle gleamed between them. 

" I must take that odious plaything from you," 
he said, half angrily, and hastily attempted to do 
so. It happened in an instant; how, neither of them 
knew. He recoiled, and she uttered a low cry of 
terror and hurled the sickle far from her. 

" Was it my fault ?" she stammered, in horror. 

" And what if it were ?" he asked, taking out his 
pocket-handkerchief to wrap it about his wounded 
hand. "Punishment must be inflicted! Such 
stupidity never will learn ! Was I not taught that 
very first day on the bridge near the saw-mill that 
the thistles in Thuringia sting terribly ? and here I 
have been silly enough to run against them again." 
He bowed low and ironically. " Now, then, we are 
quits, my fair prude. I carry away my full share." 

She made no reply. As if deaf to his words she 
stood there, her eyes riveted in horror upon the 
white silk handkerchief, upon which red stains 
were rapidly appearing. At sight of these she 
turned and ran through the garden, vanishing 
swiftly behind the raspberry hedge. 

In spite of his discomfiture he could not but laugh. 
This heroine who had so bravely taken upon her- 
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self a life of toil could not bear the sight of blood : 
she ran from her victim. He knew that the 
wound was but slight ; he could well aflEbrd to lose 
a little of the blood that had of late been coursing in 
his veins so wildly as to bewilder his senses. He 
was ashamed of himself. He merited the scorn 
and reproaches of his friends. Could they have 
seen him at this moment, the picture of discomfited 
stupidity! He could not bear to think of their 
Homeric laughter. And what had become of the . 
proud contempt in which he had wrapped himself? 
Good heavens ! what a wretched pretence it had 
been ! At the first sight of tears in the girl's eyes 
it had vanished like mist. And the gay humour 
with which he was wont to throw off all physical 
and mental annoyance, — ^that too failed him now ; he 
could find no laughter grim enough to indulge in. 

As he walked along — ^he had left the garden im- 
mediately — upon the lonely path by the pine-grove, 
where no human eye saw him, where all was so 
still, and the young delicate needles of the pines 
now and then brushed his heated brow with their 
cool touch, he fought a hard battle with himself 
and with the consciousness that he must awaken to 
the truth. For a moment he had exulted as if the 
broad sunshine of intense happiness were breaking 
forth upon his life : the girl was innocent, was free, 
no other had any claim upon her, — this she had 
proved incontestably ; but what did it avail Mm f 
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He could not but be convinced that he had no pros- 
pect of winning her; there was no hope in the 
future, no softening of the hard fact that the girl 
would have none of him : this his honest, manly 
nature compelled him to admit, and he must make 
a brave fight to retain some * morsel of self-respect/ 



CHAPTER XIIL 

The room in the pavilion was oppressively sultry. 
There had been no rain for some time. Day after 
day the sun had risen and set in blue cloudless 
skies, and the atmosphere and the earth had become 
thoroughly heated. Roofs and walls, tree-tops, 
forest glades, and fields of grain were all hot and 
glowing. 

Herr Markus quite agreed with Frau Griebel, 
who said very unpoetically, but all the more indig- 
nantly, that such blue skies, when they were not 
wanted, showing, for an entire eternity, not even 
a speck of a cloud, looked to her like some mock- 
ing face making merry over the poor creatures 
on God's earth. This devouring glow, beneath 
which the full wheat-ears drooped on their stalks, 
and leaf and blossom had begun to curl languidly, 
seemed to him to penetrate through every pore and 
nerve to his inmost soul. It was as if he heard 
about him a malicious titter over the poor power- 
less * creatures on God's earth,' who were obliged 
to accept their destiny as it came, let them fret 
against it or bewail it as they might. 

His hand throbbed and burned, and it was well 
that he had provided himself with cold water and 
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all the appliances for washing, in his little Mon- 
bijou. There was no necessity for going to the 
manor-house to run across Prau Griebel, whom he 
would like to avoid just now. But he could not 
escape his fate. 

Just as he was bathing his hand in water the 
worthy soul came puffing and panting up the steps 
of the garden to see if he was there, * on account 
of his afternoon cup of coffee.* 

She was not one to make much ado about a 
* trifling flesh-wound.* She only shook her head 
when the master said something about having cut 
himself with his pocket-knife, and observed dryly, 
" I really cannot see, Herr Markus, how you con- 
trived to do it ; if it had been your finger or your 

thumb, but just in the palm of your hand !" 

The obvious conclusion — "You must have been 
very awkward" — she suppressed with evident effort. 
Then she departed in search of old linen and arnica, 
remarking that Herr Markus must have patience 
and keep his hand in water until she found them. 
Her old linen was put away, and where the arnica 
was she could not rightly recollect at the moment. 
Thank God, there had been no need for it since she 
could remember ! ^ 

All was again silent in the room. The door upon 
the balcony had been left wide open ; now and then 
a gentle breeze swept in, without cooling the air. 
Herr Markus sat on the corner lounge with a little 
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cage on the table before him from which he had 
just taken some sticking-plaster. He meant to 
make short work of the matter and avoid Frau 
GriebePs threatened bandage, but it was all for- 
gotten for the moment. He sat with his head rest- 
ing on his left hand, his eyes closed, and was again 
in the farm-garden with that lovely, startled, ashen- 
pale face so close to his own that he could almost 
feel the breath issuing from the lips. 

" I believe this girl will drive me mad," he mut- 
tered between his teeth. Just then there was a 
rustle upon the balcony steps,-^a slight, almost in- 
audible sound, as of the velvet tread of a cat. It 
could not be a human being. This corner of the 
garden was so retired, and none of the people 
around would venture to approach the manor-house 
from this side. 

Herr Markus looked up and started violently, 
thinking for the moment that he was surely dream- 
ing still. Most certainly it was a human being who 
had mounted the steps and now stood almost on the 
threshold of the door. It was she, the prude, to 
whose cheeks the colour had not yet returned, in 
spite of the heat that caused all other faces to glow. 
She had come to 14|n — ^to his house ! Why, yes : 
in spite of her personal reserve and inaccessibility, 
she could go and come as she saw fit in the house 
of the immarried forester. She paid no heed to 
the demands of conventional morality ; she cared 
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nothing, as she had herself declared, for evil 
tongues. And so there she stood, shyly indeed, 
half lingering upon the neutral ground of the 
balcony, but yet with the undeniable intention of 
entering. 

A strange mingling of delight at seeing her and 
of anger at this step of hers possessed him, joined 
with a dread lest Prau Griebel should return and 
find her here. Ah, that would be grist indeed for 
her mill ! The last remnant of the rash girl's repu- 
tation would be gone. 

He sprang up, his face flushing crimson. " Your 
errand ?" he asked, almost roughly. At his words 
the girl's courage seemed to fe.il her. Involuntarily 
she grasped the balustrade of the balcony and passed 
her other hand across her eyes. But she recovered 
herself immediately. " The — ^the Herr BailiflF 
thanks you for the books, and begs you to lend him 
Immerman's * Munchausen,'" she said, in a mono- 
tone, handing him from a basket on her arm two 
of the volumes he had lent the bailiff. Ah! she 
came, then, as a maid sent upon an errand. How 
strange that he should so continually forget the 
position that she occupied ! If the bailiff ordered, 
she was obliged to obey. Prap Griebel could not 
find any fault with her for that. 

" The book is not here," he replied, and his brow 
cleared. " I must beg you to wait a moment while 
I go for it" He wrapped a towel round his hand. 
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and was about to open the door leading down into 
the garden, when, in an instant, the girl stood be- 
side him. 

" There is time enough for that," she said, hastily 
and in confusion.. " I was to have carried the books 
to the forester, who was to exchange them. He 
will come for the other this evening ; pray give it 
to Am." Suddenly overcome by shyness and shame, 
she covered her face with her hands. " Heavens, 
how hard it is !" she murmured, and, dropping her 
hands again, she said, with downcast eyes, " The 
books were only a pretence to justify my coming 
here. No doubt you saw that. I came because I 
could not bear to cause you pain and do nothing 
to alleviate it. I must atone for it as far as I can." 

Ah, how quickly all that he had just been think- 
ing was forgotten ! His rigidly moral reflections, 
Frau Griebel's outraged sense of respectability, — 
how could he remember these paltry trifles for an 
instant while those thrilling tones were falling upon 
his ear, while that sweet girlish face, so humbly 
downcast, was near him? Involuntarily he bent 
forward as if to take her in his arms, where she 
should find shelter forever. But his hasty move- 
ment startled her. She retreated to the threshold 
of the balcony, seeming positively terrified by the 
effect of her words, by the^oung man's delighted 
face ; she looked ready to take flight on the instant. 

" I went into the house to get a bandage," she 
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said, coldly, with a dark frown, " but when I re- 
turned you had gone. I do not know whether I 
alone was to blame for the unfortunate occurrence 

At all events, I was careless, and therefore I 

could not rest : I was obliged to come hither. I 
cannot bear to have upon my soul any unatoned 
wrong towards any one, whoever it may be." 

" Ah, indeed ! I thank you very much for your 
sympathy," he said, with a smile, as he went back 
to the table. " You may return entirely relieved 
to your home. I alone was to blame. Why was I 
so clumsy as to go too near the haughty wielder of 
the sickle ? Moreover, you see" — he pointed to the 
little case on the table — " that I was just about to 
conceal with sticking-plaster the witness of the 
* unfortunate occurrence.' " 

" That is not enough," she said, with decision, as 
she entered the room again. " The wound is rather 
deep, — that I saw, — and I have something here that 
will prevent inflammation and insure its healing 
quickly." She lifted the cover of the basket she 
had with her and took out a roll of linen. "Allow 
me to bandage it. You may safely trust me. I 
am perfectly familiar with the duties of a trained 
nurse." 

" God forbid ! What can you mean ? I accept 
such a sacrifice on your part? Never, my fair 
prude! The man who knows as I do what an 
amount of repugnance you must overcome before 
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you can bring yourself to fulfil such acts of mercy, 
— remember the bridge near the saw-mill, where I 
was obliged to appeal to your duty as a Christian 
before you would help a poor fellow out of his 
misery, — that man, I assure you, needs no second 
lesson. And so go home in peace; or rather go to 
the Count's forest and tell the forester that he can 
come for the book this evening : it shall be ready 
for him." 

She did not go, — not at all ! Coming up to the 
table where stood the lord of the manor, she un- 
rolled her bundle of linen, prepared her bandages, 
and uncorked a small bottle, — ^all as gravely, dex- 
terously, and silently as is the wont of a physician 
who has to deal with a refractory patient. 

" You may call me importunate if you choose, 
you may judge me as cruelly as you please and 
despise me more than ever: I shall not leave you 
until I have performed my duty," she said, gently, 
but firmly. 

"But I absolutely refuse to allow you to do 
so, — absolutely, — and testify to the fact that you 
have done all that could be done to satisfy your 
sensitive conscience," he cried. "Does this content 
you?" 

The girl shook her head. " I was vexed awhile 
ago, and offended you by my hasty words. You 
are right to require that a trained nurse should 
first of all know how to exercise self-control ; and 
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therefore I pray you to forget my inconsiderate 
behaviour." 

She timidly offered him her hand. 

" Much ado about nothing !" he exclaimed, half 
laughing, half angry, without noticing her action. 
" What need to waste a word on such a trifling 
scratch? Even although I had the patience to 
stand still long enough to have it dressed, I should 
tear off the bandage the next minute. I am far 
too impatient " 

" Be kind !" she interrupted him, in a tone of 
gentle entreaty. 

It had a magical effect ; he turned away his head 
with a shrug, and, leaning with his left hand upon 
the table, silently held out to her the wounded right 
hand. 

She must indeed have been well practised in 
the duties of a trained nurse ; her skilful way of 
treating and bandaging the wound was not due to 
her womanly instinct alone. 

The young man slowly turned his head and 
looked down upon her. 

" Were you ever in a training-school ?" he asked, 
in evident surprise. 

" Yes, but not for long, and not with a view of 
becoming a nurse. I only wanted to acquire suffi- 
cient knowledge to be of use in the country, where 
a physician often has to be sent for from a great 
distance," she replied, without pausing in her work. 
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Then she looked up. " You will have to send for 
a physician," she said; "there were notches in the 
sickle " 

He laughed. " Sew it up without fear," he said, 
encouragingly, ^*and trust to my rude health." 

She bit her lip, and used her needle quickly and 
skilfully, although now and then her slender fin- 
gers trembled. There was a mystery about her. 
To what class did she belong ? Her manner of 
speech, her half-concealed and yet ever-increas- 
ingly attested culture, would declare her homd to 
be among the educated and refined, and yet she 
performed the lowest servile offices ; and Praulein 
gouvemante, who best understood the treasure that 
she possessed in her, kept her in subjection in this 
degrading position. "What gave that egotist such 
power over the clear mind and the daily life of this 
strange girl ? 

He gazed as if spell-bound at the graceful head 
bent over his hand, at the luxuriant nut-brown 
hair so simply arranged, whence a current of elec- 
tricity seemed streaming towards him. His breath 
came quick and laboured. Upon the small strip 
of white neck left bare by her neckerchief there 
was still the narrow black velvet ribbon, now half 
untied. Did she wear upon her breast an amulet 
or some ddar memento never to be laid aside ? An 
access of jealousy sent the blood to his head. He 

would have liked to loosen the ribbon and throw 
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it away. The girl certainly did not dream of the 
eelf-control he was exerting, or she would not have 
looked up at him so gratefully. The bandaging 
was finished; she gently dropped his hand and 
went to the table to roll up her linen again. 

" I thank you," she said, with a long breath, as 
though relieved of a burden. " To-morrow I will 
come again and see how it is." 

To this he certainly had no objection, but he did 
not speak. There was treachery in his soul, and 
he was contemplating the wildest impossibilities. 
While to all appearance he was watching her with 
stoical calm, he was wishing that a whirlwind 
would seize the little round nest here on the 
garden-wall, with all that it contained, and, quicker 
than aught save thought winged by desire, trans- 
port it through the air to the lawn before the 
Markus villa. Far away in the Thuringian forest 
should be left the egotistic inmate of the attic- 
room, and the house in the Count's forest with its 
attractions and its unsolved enigmas. Snatched 
from everything that enmeshed her here, she 
for whom he so longed should be thrown solely 
upon him and upon his protection, and he would 
never give her up. Such were the enticing 
thoughts that filled his brain while he stood beside 
her, inhaling the delicate violet fragrance, Fraulein 
gouvemante^s favourite perfume, that clung even 
about the coarse clothes of her maid. 
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And what prevented him now from playing the 
part of the whirlwind, from winning her by a rash 
ardent wooing? Nothing but the will contained 
in that sage girlish head. Could he endure to 
have the bailiff's maid explain in brief, blunt 
phrase that she gratefully declined the position 
of mistress of the Markus villa? The answer 
would indeed be novel and quite unheard of in 
view of his experience of the governess class, but 
such it undoubtedly would be. He was well aware 
of that; and Herr Markus, Jr., who was wont in 
his own home to foil skilfully and unsparingly all 
refined coquetry in elegant attire, was upon his 
guard, compressing his lips tightly lest some ardent 
word should escape them and provoke a trenchant 
rebuff on the part of the grave girl in the servant's 
dress. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Hekr Makeus was usually not at all averse to 
Frau Griebel's visits, — ^he rather liked to talk with 
her, — ^but just now he fairly detested the creak- 
ing of her leather shoes as they came clattering 
up the steps from the garden. He saw the girl's 
cheeks flush at the sound, but there was no other 
sign of disturbance in her. She went on quietly 
rolling up her linen as Frau Griebel opened the 
door. 

Her daughter Louise was with her. The waiters 
that they carried scarcely sufficed to hold the rasp- 
berry-vinegar, the seltzer water, the coffee-pot, the 
tincture of arnica, and heaven knows what be- 
sides that the worthy Frau had got together in 
her hurry. 

" "Well !" she said, slowly, with lifted eyebrows 
and stopping short upon the threshold of the door. 
With unwonted celerity she turned her head for 
an instant towards her chick, who was following 
her, and then spread her skirts with the evident 
intention of filling up the doorway to exclude the 
interior of the room from the curious young eyes 
behind her. 

" Yes, you are too late, my good Griebel," the 
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lord of the manor observed. " It is by no means 
useless to have old linen and arnica at hand as 
they have at the farm. The accident to my clumsy 
hand occurred there, and because I dreaded having 
it bandaged — ^I am really timid by nature — ^I ran 
away, — ^to no purpose, indeed." He shrugged his 
shoulders with the gravest of faces. " The sur- 
geon was upon my track, and whether I would or 
not I was obliged to submit. Only look here, you 
careful soul ! the wound has been sewn up, — ^most 
artistically sewn up, — and I should like to see any 
one who could find fault with that bandaging." 

"Not possible! Sewn up?" The waiter was 
deposited with a clatter on the table, and little 
Louise was no longer prevented from entering the 
room. " Then it's all right," Frau Griebel con- 
tinued. " But not a word of your ^ timid by nature,' 
Herr Markus ; I'm too old for that. My faith ! that 
bandage looks as if our old surgeon at Castle 
Heinrichsthal had put it on, — a very skilful and 
famous man, Herr Markus. Yes, such bandaging 
as that would put the Tillroda barber to the blush 
indeed. And you did it ? — ^you, the bailiff's maid !" 
She looked keenly at the girl. " And where do 
the servant-maids in your country learn such man's 
work as this ? Nothing of the kind was taught at 
the establishment where my Louise learned almost 
everything that can be taught. Eh, Louise ?" 

" No, mamma," replied the daughter, who had 
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Btood gazing in silence at the bailiff's beautiful 
maid. "But one of our pupils, who is engaged 
to go to Russia as a governess at Easter, is now 
in a training-school to learn to take care of sick 
people." 

" Aha ! that's it, then. Tour Fraulein knows 
all about it, and you have caught it from her," 
Frau Griebel said to the girl, who had quietly and 
with averted face gone on putting up her bandages 
and was now covering her basket. " Yes, it was 
kind and thoughtful to send you here, after the 
accident that happened to our master. Of course 
she could not come herself to a gentleman's room ; 
'twould have been a pretty scandal for the bailiff's 
niece, and would have set my hussies in the kitchen 
and stable a-talking." 

A burning blush dyed the girl's cheeks, and she 
put her hands behind her to loosen the knot of the 
large white kerchief she wore crossed upon her 
breast. 

"What are you talking about?" the lord of the 
manor broke in, sharply. " What has become of 
my good Griebel's sound common sense ? What 
reasoning human being would pay the slightest 
heed to the senseless tittle-tattle of your ^ hussies 
in the kitchen and stable'? Medical or surgical 
capacity raises its possessor above any mere social 
conventional rules, which are, besides, often sillj 
enough. It would be a fine thing before coming 
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to the help of a man drowning, or bleeding to 
death, to stop and inquire. if it was suitable and 
proper to do so." 

" But your loss of blood was not so great as all 
that, Herr Markus," Frau Griebel rejoined, with 
imperturbable composure, not in the least offended. 
" For all your fine speech, it was not so very seri- 
ous. And the kind of folk I mean can easily pick 
a hole in a lady's good name, — that I will stick 
to, — just as the good-for-nothing mice will gnaw a 
hole in the finest silk gown without caring to whom 
it belongs. You just ought to hear the tongues 
wagging in the servants' room about this very girl ;" 
and she pointed to the maid. " But I don't want 
to meddle God forbid ! I am dumb !" she in- 
terrupted herself. 

"Let me beg you to be so upon this subject," 
Herr Markus said, gravely. 

" Why, good gracious ! you take it all as seriously 
as a judge, Herr Markus ! Of course you think 
your ' good Griebel' an old dragon, with no heart 
for young people: I suppose so. But I am not 
like that, and never was. Even when I was young 
I always had a liking for beautiful young girls, and 
just because I was not pretty myself I loved to 
look up to a tall, slender beauty. I was always the 
same little round button that I am now ; my Peter 
liked me as I was. Yes, yes, as I say, it always 
grieved me to the soul when some beauty that I 
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took delight in seemed to go astray, and people 
pointed their fingers at her. You need not slip 

away " She turned to the girl, who had gone 

softly behind her in hopes of reaching the balcony- 
door unobserved, but the stout little woman caught 
her and held her fast by the corner of her apron, 
as she had done on the road from the saw-mill. 
" What I am saying is meant for you, — ^yes, for 
you. Now that you are not wearing that scare- 
crow on your head, one can see what you are. 
You are a beauty : not envy itself could deny that. 
My faith ! one might look far and near for such a 
face as yours ^" 

She paused for a moment, absolutely dum- 
founded, for at her last words the girl tore the ker- 
chief from her neck and threw it over her head. 
The phlegmatic little woman was almost choked 
by righteous indignation. 

" What ? Are you a Catholic, a nun, that you 
conduct yourself in this fashion? Is it any mis- 
fortune or disgrace to have an honest woman look 
you in the face ? Lord bless us, here's a saint, in- 
deed ! I should like to know if you are such a 
startled fawn in the forest lodge ?" 

An exclamation from Louise cut short the flow 
of her angry words. By the girl's hasty gesture 
the velvet ribbon at her neck had been loosened, 
and had fallen upon the carpet. Neither she nor 
the angry woman had noticed it, but Herr Markus 
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had followed it in its fall, and now lie stooped 
hastily and picked it up: a golden coin was hanging 
from it, at sight of which little Louise had uttered 
a delighted exclamation. 

But at the same instant the girl's eyes lighted 
upon the coin dangling on the ribbon. She put up 
her hands to her neck. " That pierced ducat is 
mine," she said, quietly, and extended her hand to 
receive it. 

" Indeed ! Yours ? Come, my girl, I can hardly 
believe that. How did you come by so valuable a 
thing?" asked Frau Griebel, pushing her disap- 
pointed Louise aside that she might herself investi- 
gate the matter. " I know that pierced ducat as 
well as my own thimble ; it belongs to my Louise as 
surely as two and two are four. Such old family 
relics are not found on every bush. Our old Frau 
said so herself when she tied the ducat around my 
little girl's neck the day she was confirmed ; it was 
so solemn that my blood runs cold now when I 
think of it. So tell us, — there's no harm in it, — 
you found the pierced ducat in the grass before the 
house, and you wanted to try how such a pretty 
trinket would become you ?" 

The girl's face turned pale. " To wear an orna- 
ment that one has found is the same as to steal it," 
she said, in a low voice. 

" What ! ' steal it' ?" the little woman repeated, 
shaking her head. " "Who says so, you silly girl 
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you? No, you don't look like that. A woman 
of experience like me can tell at a glance who is 
up to a trick or two. If you knew anything about 
picking and pilfering, you'd have better clothes on 
your back. But you are young, and a spice of 
vanity is perfectly excusable in you. I don't blame 
you for it, — ^heaven forbid ! I am too glad to find 
the ducat again. Tie it on tighter another time, 
Louise." 

" Certainly not this pierced ducat," the girl as- 
serted, decidedly. " Your daughter would else be 
wearing an ornament that does not belong to her. 
This has been mine for many years," — she turned 

gravely to Herr Markus, — "and Well, it 

must be told and proved : it belonged to the late 
Frau Oberforstmeisterin. Look at the impres- 
sion : it is one of the first golden coins stamped 
in Sicily in the twelfth century " 

" True," he said, in confirmation ; " I have 
seen them : the inscription is, ' Sit iibi Chrisie 
datus* " 

" ' Quern tu regis iste Ducatus,^ " she completed 
his sentence. 

He smiled and placed the ducat in her hand-. 
" There was no need of this proof. I am only sur- 
prised that your egotistical mistress should have 
been of so magnanimous a mood as to adorn her 
maid with so pretty a memento of a departed 
friend." 
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The girl blushed, and, tying her kerchief be- 
neath her chin, put the velvet again around her 
neck. 

" And am I expected to stand by mute as a fish 
and look on ?" Frau Griebel cried, pointing a brown 
finger at the girl, who was hastily knotting the vel- 
vet, — " look on while the bailiff's maid puts on the 
pierced ducat that my Louise has worn on her neck 
every day for three years ? And that only because 
that proud piece has been clever^ enough to learn 
the inscription upon it? I could not have told 
what it was, not if I had died for it, Herr Mar- 
kus. Such outlandish gibberish I never took to. 
I am a plain German ; what have I to do with 
French trumpery V 

" It is Latin, mamma," little Louise said, with 
a laugh, throwing herr pretty arms around the 
shoulders of the indignant woman. 

" It's all the same to me, French or Latin ; I don't 
care. And go away, you wheedling puss ! This 
time I'm not to be coaxed. 'Tis not fair, Herr 
Markus, that you should side with that vagabond 
young thing against an honest woman. No need 
for you to play King Solomon yet, saving your 
presence, Herr Markus ; proofs must come before 
judgment. Yes, laugh, — laugh away: it does not 
offend me. Let those, however, laugh who win. 
The girl says the pierced ducat belonged to our 
departed lady; but the bailiff's new maid never 
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came to Hirschwinkel until long after the Frau 
Oberforstmeisterin was buried. Could she have 
tossed it down from heaven into the lap of one 
who is forced to work for her living, and whom, 
moreover, she never set eyes on while she was 
alive ? You can hardly persuade me of that. And 
how many such ducats did the old Frau have ? 
One does not plaster one's whole neck with such 
things ; one probably owns but one " 

"Nine are sometimes strung upon a golden 
chain; at least, I found such a chain of them 
among my aunt's effects, my good Griebel," the 
lord of the manor interrupted her. " I can easily 
show it to you, and you can convince yourself that 
two of the ducats are wanting on the chain. There 
can be no doubt that one of them has been given 
to some inmate of the farm. Surely you will 
not deny that those people were very near to the 
departed V 

" Oh, no ; no one could* do that. Really, nine 
coins on one chain, and all alike?" she asked, 
quite bereft of her assurance. "Well, I did not 
know that," she said, by way of excuse. "Our 
old Frau was never a one to trick herself out with 
trinkets. Good heavens! whom would she have 
done so for ? At fair-time at Tillroda, when Hirsch- 
winkel took part, the upper story of the manor- 
house was always closed for two days, and not even 
a mouse, let alone any guest from the fair, could have 
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found a bite or sup in the pantry there ; she eared 
nothing for company and show. Yes, yes, it must 
have been so ; the bailiff's wife or Fraulein Franz 
got the other pierced ducat. But still I ask how 
it came on that neck. Can you tell me that, my 
girl V she said over her shoulder to the mliid. 
" Am I to suppose that the ladies at the farm 
quietly consent to see their maid wear their orna- 
ments? And on weekdays, too, at hay-making 
and scouring, and with that old rag of a gown that 
will scarcely hold together. Who ever saw " 

" But, mamma," Louise interrupted her, in a tone 
of remonstrance, — ^her blue eyes had been riveted 
upon the ' proud piece,' who, in spite of the humil- 
iation she had undergone, never for a moment lost 
her cold reserve of manner, — " you are always so 
kind and pitying, and cannot bear to see tears in 
one's eyes. The ladies at the farm have probably 
made the ducat a present " 

" A present !" Frau Griebel repeated, interrupt- 
ing her angrily. " Here is Jenny "Wren chirping 
out her opinion, which she thinks so wise, when it 
is all stuff and nonsense ! Good heavens ! at the 
farm — ^where hunger rules the roast, where there is 
never even a pot of coffee on the fire in the after- 
noon, where the oldHerr runs about in a dressing- 
gown so full of patches that it looks like a map of 
the country — they make their servants presents of 
ducats, — ^yes, ducats,- — do they, you little goose? I 
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do not like to see tears in eyes ; but just look at 
those black ones ! There are none there " 

She paused and looked at the * master,' who put 
out his hand as if to interrupt her ; but his angry 
face did not produce any effect upon her. " Well, 
what fault have you to find with what I say, Herr 
Markus?" she asked, good-humouredly. "Does 
not that obstinate girl look as if she never in her 
life had had a tear in her eyes ? There is a very 
imp of arrogance in them; they look down upon 
such as we as if we were dust under her feet. I 
have no pity for such as she ; I should be a hypo- 
crite if I said I had. But I will not vex myself 
further ; the pierced ducat is not ours, — ^that I see 
plainly enough, — and who its owner is is not my 
affair. The good people over yonder may take 
care of themselves. I am not lord of the treasury 
at the farm." 

She went to the table and began to arrange her 
coffee-tray, and the girl went out of the room. In 
vain did Herr Markus bend forward to look into 
her eyes : her face was as impenetrable as marble* 
She never raised her eyelids as she walked past him 
and down the steps. 

As if magnetically attracted, Louise followed 
her out on the balcony, where she paused. " Do 
not go in anger !" she called down to her, in a low 
tone. 

The girl, who was just passing beneath the bal- 
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cony, never looked up or gave the slightest sign 
that she had heard the words. 

" Do not trouble yourself, little Louise," the 
lord of the manor, who had also come out upon 
the balcony, said with emphasis. " Your childlike 
entreaty can do no good there. The innocent must 
suffer with the guilty : that is woman's way. I am 
placed under the ban too because I supposed that 
in view of such accusations any word of defence 
would be an insult." 

" Come in, Louise, and don't be a goose !" Frau 
Griebel said, in a brief tone of command, from the 
table where she stood. "Let her go, the proud 
piece ! No need to weigh every word as though 
you were at the king's court, when a blind man 
could see that that was a trumped-up story about 
the pierced ducat. Herr Markus, that girl is just 
like all the rest of them, and because she gives her- 
self airs there is no need for you to treat her as if 
she were the bailiff's niece herself. It only spoils 
people, and there's no getting along nowadays with 
the servants." 

As she spoke she came to the balcony-door, where 
she stood wiping and polishing the glass that was 
to hold the mixture of raspberry-vinegar and 
seltzer-water. " I should really like to know where 
they picked up that girl. She always seems to me 
to have run away from some band of gypsies. She 
knows how to do so many odd things,— like band- 
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aging your hand; she speaks so strangely and 
foolishly. And just look at her there on the edge 
of the forest ! The kerchief has fallen from her 
head and she never notices it; there it lies in the 
road. And that thick coal-black hair is just like a 
gypsy's. It actually gleams in the sunlight ! Yes, 
the gypsy folk are smooth and supple as lizards ; 
the old witches steal the women's purses, and the 
young ones the men's hearts. Mind what I say, 
Herr Markus : we've not heard the last of that story 
of the pierced ducat." 

" Wait and see," he replied, cutting short her 
flow of talk as he took from the table the books 
that the girl had brought. 

" There is not much else left for us to do ; but 
we shall not need much patience either," she said, 
dryly, shaking her head and looking after him as 
he carried the books down the garden-steps to the 
manor-house, leaving her alone with all the refresh- 
ments she had provided for him. After a while, 
however, she grew seriously angry, for Herr Markus, 
as the maids reported, had gone directly down from 
the upper story out into the forest. 

And Herr Peter Griebel grinned — he was just sit- 
ting down to sup beneath the pear-tree in the court- 
yard — and twirled his thumbs when she went to 
him and said, in an irritated way, " Does the fine 
fellow think that the Griebels were born into the 
world expressly for him ? I wish he may enjoy 



THE BAILIFF'S MAID. 189 

them ! Here have I made ^j^ee in all this heat, 
and burrowed in the celH^i&r^Belt^er-water, and 
cut up a sheet that I spun mys^Wkn^i^aJi was not 
really worn out, — that's the worst of, all, — and 
hunted in every box and cupboard for the arnica, — 
all this for nothing. Let him come to me to help 
him again, indeed !" 



CHAPTER XY. 

Was she a gypsy, this mysterious giri ? Had she 
blossomed out in half-savage, nomadic life ? The 
worthy Frau Griebel with this bold guess of hers 
had started an idea in the brain of the lord of the 
manor which occupied him against his will, and 
which, since yesterday, he had half laughed at, 
half pondered upon. He laughed when he thought 
of the girl's inborn grace, of her prominent char- 
acteristics that pointed so plainly to training in 
the schools and to refined social intercourse. He 
laughed at the thought that the brown eyes — ^Frau 
Griebel was angry when she called them black — 
could have kept their grave, girlish glance, that 
the white skin could have preserved its delicacy, in 
a savage, wandering existence. No, she was no 
wild-flower ! And yet all kinds of dark fancies 
occurred to him. Might the mysterious visitors 
of the forest lodge not be part of a life from 
which she had escaped ? Might they not hate dis- 
covered her and laid claim to her, and might not 
the forester, her ^ faithful comrade,' possibly have 
permitted the secret meetings of the nomadic race 

in his house that he might induce her people in 
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time to leave the girl in peace ? It was romantic ; 
but when he thought of her, of her hard labour, 
of her unexampled devotion and fidelity to her 
employers, he rejected the thought as absurd, as 
absolutely ridiculous. But he had seen her yester- 
day evening in the forest lodge again. After along 
ramble in the forest he had found himself — quite 
against his will, of course — on the old track. It 
was for him the enchanted circle which the Willis 
— the souls of dead brides — weave about their 
victims at midnight ; it was like the latticed vines 
against which the deer thrusts his horns in vain : 
he could not pass beyond the charmed circle that 
embraced ^vithin it Hirschwinkel and the Count's 
forest, with the keeper's lodge. 

Well, he had watched her, and until late in the 
evening. Before he knew what he was about, he 
was standing beneath the two corner windows hung 
with blue shades. A pale bluish gleam issued 
from these windows, a magic light as fascinating 
and attractive to him as to the swarm of fluttering 
moths and gnats. One of the shades was slightly 
lifted, and gave him a glimpse of the mysterious 
corner room, and it was so quiet in the darken- 
ing forest — the silence was as deathly as if life 
and breath were suffocated in the oppressive heat 
— ^that he could distinctly hear the murmur of a 
man's voice within the room. It sounded monoto- 
nous, like the tones of one making confession from 



192 THE BAILIFF'S MAID, 

a burdened soul, and was often interrupted by a 
long breath or a distressing sigh. 

The lamplight was insufficient to illumine the 
spacious room. The greater part of it was half 
hidden in shadow, and there the girl sat, her head 
leaning against the high back of her chair and 
her left arm extended ; it looked as though some 
one were holding her hand in a clasp : sometimes 
there was a slight tremor of her arm. Herr Mar- 
kus tried his best to see what manner of person 
it was who was there in the darkness talking un- 
interruptedly to the girl and holding her hand in 
his as if she were his undisputed property; but the 
wretched window-frame was just in the way, and 
the unknown was never obliging enough to lean 
forward. 

Dim as was the half lightin the room, the pale 
face of the girl shone forth in it ; her expression 
was one of great pain, and the eyes that had been 
said to shed no tears were turned veiled and sad 
upon the speaker. Then she had suddenly started 
and listened: there was a sound of approaching 
horses' hoofs ; it had been irritating Herr Markus 
for some moments, and must now have struck her 
ear. It was high time for him to leave his post 
of observation. He retreated into the thicket, and 
as he did so a horseman came around a curve in 
the road. 

Pacing quietly out of the dark silence of the 
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forest into the uncertain twilight beneath the star- 
lit sky, horse and rider assumed gigantic propor- 
tions and a certain mysterious air of solemnity. 
It certainly would not have been difficult to har- 
monize the slouch hat worn by the tall rider with 
a gypsy captain's jacket covered with silver coins. 

At his approach the house-door was noiselessly 
opened, and as noiselessly the forester appeared 
upon the steps. He saluted the horseman in a 
whisper, took his horse by the bridle and led it to 
and fro, while its rider disappeared in the house. 

Perhaps the riddle would now have been solved 
had it not been for the dog, that, suddenly rushing 
from the house, began to jump up about the horse, 
barking, until a kick from his master silenced him 
and sent him off towards the spot where the spy 
was hidden behind a tree. 

The dog began to bark afresh, and Herr Markus 
was constrained to emerge from the thicket with 
an easy air of indifference, and without appearing 
to observe Green-jerkin, to walk along the road 
towards his home. Later in the night, it is true, 
he returned to the forest lodge, and the blue light 
in the comer room twinkled out like a pale star 
into the forest, but horse and rider had vanished 
like some phantom of the night ; the high-backed 
wooden chair in which the girl had sat was empty ; 
there was not even a whisper to be heard of the 
murmuring voice in the dark corner. All the 
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mysterious visitors had vanished, to the satisfaction, 
perhaps, of the lonely proprietor of the lodge, who 
was sitting alone by his shaded lamp, his handsome 
bearded face bent over a book. 

And there were mingled threads from the outer 
world in the fantastic web which Herr Markus's 
fancy continued to spin in spite of his own good 
sense and judgment. A Jew, who came- from Till- 
roda to the manor-house with a horse to sell, re- 
ported that a band of gypsies had passed through 
the place, and had raised a commotion because 
they were refused a stopping-place there for the 
night. Moreover, they were said to be ' noble-look- 
ing people,' and they had horses with them that 
were models of equine strength and beauty, — stolen, 
of course, on the Hungarian steppes. Arid j ust after- 
wards one of the inspector's men complained that 
the forester rudely shut the door in his face nowa- 
days whenever he went to the lodge upon an errand 
for his master, and left him standing like a rogue 
in the road. These were startling side-lights. 

Well, he would look into the very depths of the 
brown eyes this time. He would summon up all 
his cleverness and crush down his foolish passion ; 
his brain should be clear to confront this incom- 
prehensible girl when she came, — and she would 
come. She had gone away yesterday deeply, bit- 
terly offended, but she had said, " To-morrow I 
will come again and see how it is." And upon 
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this he relied as upon the clasp of the hand of a 
man of honour. He carefully refrained from dis- 
turbing the bandage upon his hand, tired as he 
was of it. She should see that he had waited for 
her faithfully. 

Thus he steadfastly endured the stifling after- 
noon heat that brooded without and within the 
pavilion. The door upon the balcony stood wide 
open, that the minister of mercy might enter di- 
rectly ; but hour after hour passed by. The path 
from the pine-grove lay quiet and deserted ; not 
even a butterfly fluttered above the white dusty 
line that marked its course, above which the heated 
air quivered like the air from a furnace. The sky 
still arched hard and cloudless like an inverted 
blue glass bowl above the thirsty earth, but the 
distant horizon line of the forest had lost its sharp- 
ness. Mists seemed rising there; they swelled 
and grew, peeping variform above the tree-tops, 
— the first clouds for so many days ! And as they 
increased and stretched long arms into the over- 
arching blue, seeming to try to clutch boldly at 
the glowing disk of the sun, the watcher's im- 
patience also increased ; if she were belated until 
the storm was imminent, he should not see her 
to-day. 

He took his hat, closed the glass door behind 
him, and descended the balcony steps. Just as he 
reached the path there was a stir near at hand in 
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the forest. There was no occasion, however, for 
the sudden acceleration of Herr Markus's pulses ; 
it was not the odious and yet so desired ^ scarecrow' 
that appeared from among the low growth of pines, 
Louise, a straw hat with blue ribbons crowning her 
fair braids, came in sight, followed by her stout and 
worthy mamma. 

Frau Griebel paused as she approached. " Thank 
God, Herr Markus, there it comes !" she cried, wag- 
ging her head towards the rising mass of clouds. 
" If we do get it, — I mean a real honest down-pour, 
— I'll bake the Tillroda beggar-boys a cake to-mor- 
row that they'll remember for ten years." 

She put down a large basket that she was carry- 
ing, and wiped the perspiration from her face. 

" That was a hot walk, and I neyer would have 
left our cool house to-day on my own account," she 
went on, " but the new maid was to be at the farm 
to-day at noon, and I had to see to her myself. And 
it is well I went. The stupid thing has been living 
with wealthy peasant-folk, and was howling over 
the empty cupboards and cellar. I suspected how 
it would be, and so I had packed up a couple of 
hams and some sausages and some pots of jelly 
in my basket, and while she was lamenting to me 
in the kitchen my Louise privately smuggled them 
into the pantry. No, no : things are not very en- 
couraging over there: there is nothing in the 
5inoJce-house, — they had to sell their pigs last 
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winter, — and it is rather hard for any one who has 
been rejoicing in the flesh-pots of Egypt, and so 
they ought to be especially kind to the new ser- 
vant. But they are all alike at the bailiff's; there's 
nothing to be done with them. As Louise and I 
entered the hall, the Fraulein gouvemante was just 
coming down the stairs. She had the gray veil of 
her hat wound about her head." 

"Yes, we could not see much of her face," said 
Louise ; " but she has a lovely figure, and looked as 
grand as any court lady." 

" And the whole hall smelled of violets, just like 
my linen-press," Frau Griebel went on, dryly ; " and 
when my little goosey here stared at her rather 
curiously she turned away, and was out-of-doors in 
an instant, — ^you could hardly tell how. Indeed, 
Herr Markus, 'tis a shame, but that way that fine 
ladies have with them sticks to them although they 
haven't a crumb to eat and no shoes to their feet. I 
heard the bailiff call out of the window after her, 
* Where are you going, Agnes Y — ^ Into the forest.' 
— 'Have you got your gloves?' Did you ever, 
Herr Markus ?" 

He laughed. " Good heavens ! why should she 
not take care of her white hands? She has two 
maids to work for her now '' 

"Indeed? Two? Oh, you'll stare when you 
hear what I have to tell. Look here !" She raised 
her forefinger and shook it at him with a reproach- 
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fal, injured air. " Yesterday, when you gathered up 
your books in that cross way and ran out of the 
pavilion as if it were on fire, you said to yourself, 
* The old cat !^ And the ^ old cat' was I. No, no ! 
just be quiet ! I know it as well as my ABC: 
I could read it in your face. But I kept my thoughts 
to myself. And all the while I was right; and the 
next time you had better trust an honest old woman 
who never told a lie in all her life than a couple of 
gypsy eyes " 

" What has happened ?" he asked, cutting short 
her words in evident alarm. 

"Nothing to make a fuss about, fortunately. 
What are you thinking of, Herr Markus ? What 
affair is it of yours or mine if the bailiff's maid is 
turned away without warning ?' 

" Turned away, do you say T 

Frau Griebel's equanimity was at last slightly 
disturbed. She looked amazed in his surprised 
and angry face. 

" On my word, you look as if I had made away 
with the girl. I had nothing to do with her going. 
I should tell a lie if I said that I ever had any fancy 
for the proud piece, — she was not at all to my mind, 
— ^but as for injuring her with her employers, such a 
thing never entered my head. I only asked the 
new maid* where ' the other was,' and she looked 
me in tlie face bewildered, and said she knew 
nothing about any ^ other;' the Fraulein had told 
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her about her work, and the old gentleman had 
been parading about the kitchen and giving his 
orders with the air of a corporal, but she had seen 
not another soul about the place. When " 

" Pray come to the point," the lord of the manor 
said, impatiently. 

" Yes, yes ! — When I went into the Frau bailiff's 
room afterwards and asked what had become of the 
maid whom I had often seen at work in the farm- 
fields, the old Frau in the bed grew quite pale, and 
turned her face to the wall without a word, while the 
bailiff blazed up like a turkey-cock and looked ready 
to eat me as he stuttered out, * That girl ? Why, she 
has gone, — gone far enough. It was time. Do you 
suppose, my good woman, that I can afford to keep 
two such pilferers, now when they are pulling my 
house about my ears and all my admirable man- 
agement here is interrupted V Think of that, Herr 
Markus ! — ^ all my admirable management.* The 
old braggart ! And does he suppose that a sensi- 
ble woman like myself can be taken in with his 
nonsense about keeping two servants? No one in 
the world ever sends a servant away without due 
warning unless there is some especial reason for it. 
Why we are not to know the reason I can't telU 
but PU lay my head that it has something to do 
with the pierced ducat. But where are you going 
in such a hurry, Herr Markus ?" 

She turned and looked with lifted brows after 
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the young man, who fairly ran past her along the 
path whence she had just come. 

" Can you ask, my good Griebel ?" he called back 
to her. " You must know that I am most curious 
to see your incomparable new maid." 

He hurried on just as the first fresh blast of 
wind came sweeping over the fields, and as he 
went he gazed eagerly about him, in hopes of see- 
ing glimmering somewhere among the wheat or 
the last hay-cocks on the meadow the white ker- 
chief; but nothing was stirring far or near, except 
the hurrying shadows of the clouds that passed 
over the landscape like messengers of consolation, 
the heralds of the rain, while through the topmost 
boughs of the pear-tree in the farm-garden a second 
slight blast of wind whistled, tossing noiselessly 
on the earth some small shrivelled specimens of 
fruit. 

Herr Markus passed the dark, quiet linden 
arbour and went through the raspberry hedge 
into the yard, where at last he found some stir. 
The gate creaked, the spitz dog raised his head 
from his forepaws and barked, and grumbling, 
scolding tones were heard within the house. 

As he entered the hall he saw the bailiflF stand- 
ing in front of the cupboard in the open kitchen. 
The old gentleman held his cane and pipe in his 
left hand, while with the right he was noisily 
closing and locking the cupboard-door, He tPpk 
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out the key and dropped it into the pocket of his 
dressing-gown. 

" The deuce take such housekeeping!" he growled, 
limping out into the hall. He held out his hand to 
the lord of the manor, to whom he looked more 
than ever like some poor player on the stage. 
" Why, there in full sight in the open cupboard I 
found a huge sausage and three pounds at least of 
the best ham, — a fine morsel for the tramps and 
beggars that prowl about the farm. . Good gracious ! 
If this is the way my smoke-houses and provisions 
are managed, His no wonder what becomes of my 
income ! And the jelly-pots ! Why, there are 
quantities of them there on the shelf. I really 
would not dare to tell my good wife how her pan- 
try has been plundered. And why, I should like 
to know ? We certainly are giving no dinners or 
suppers. Well, when my niece comes home " 

"Perhaps the maid can inform you," Herr 
Markus suggested. 

"That one there?" He pointed with his pipe 
over his shoulder into the kitchen, where the new 
maid was bustling about sulkily. " Why, she has 
hardly been two hours in the house." 

" I meant the other one." 

For a moment the bailiff gazed absently into 
space ; then he suddenly stooped to pick off one or 
two little wood-shavings that had stuck to his dress- 
ing-gown. " Oh, the other ! She ?" he muttered, 
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between his teeth. "She is not here, not here, 
— gone with bag and baggage." As he lifted 
his head his face was quite purple from stooping. 
"But come in, Herr Markus. My wife will be so 
glad to see you, and I must have a word with you 
about the new house. I have thought of several 
things that must be considered. The drawing-room, 
for instance '^ 

" Will you not first tell me where that girl has 
gone?" the lord of the manor interrupted him, 
courteously, but firmly. 

" My dear sir, that is a very odd question," the 
bailiff replied, quite unmoved. " Pardon me, but 
what master has any interest in the whereabouts 
of a servant he has dismissed ? I pay my people 
their wages when they leave me, and there is an 
end of them so far as I am concerned. They are 
absolutely dead for me, and I care not a rap whether 
they enter another service or go wandering about 
idle. The girl is gone, — that is all I know, — ^gone 
as utterly as if the wind had blown her away, as 
if she never had been here ; yes, yes, indeed ! as 
if she never had been here !" 

" But your niece, who brought the girl here, — 
did she consent to this sudden dismissal ?" 

Again the old gentleman's face grew purple. 
"My niece?" he repeated, with a drawl. "Bah! 
she had nothing to do with it. The young lady's 
eonsent was not asked : I am master in my own 
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house. But how ridiculous ! Sere we stand, like 
two old gossips, chattering about the merest trifle, 
and I have several important questions to suggest. 
Pray come in. The parquet in the new drawing- 
room " 

" We'll discuss that by and by, Herr Bailiff," the 
lord of the manor interrupted him, sternly, with- 
out moving from where he stood. " The 'trifle' in- 
terests me. I must for certain reasons know some- 
thing more explicit of the girl who has laboured 
unweariedly for you in storm and sunshine " 

" Pshaw ! nonsense ! not quite that !" the old 
man stammered, angrily. 

"Well, then," said Herr Markus, impatiently 
advancing a step, "we will not argue: I will ap- 
peal to the sense of justice of the ladies of your 
household." 

He turned towards the door of the sitting-room, 
but the bailiff barred his way with an air of alarm. 
"What are you about, Herr Markus?" he whis- 
pered, plucking at his sleeve. " Would you worry 
my poor sick wife to death with your inquisitorial 
air ? The whole matter is ended so far as you are 
concerned, and nothing more is ever to be said 
about it. Why should you raise a disturbance about 
a girl who has passed away from our house like a 
shadow, who really does not exist for us any longer?" 

" Not for Fraulein Franz, to whom she was the 
most devoted servant?" 
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" Indeed ? Who told you that tale V the bailiff 
asked, eying him with an odd sidelong glance, 
while a faint smile suddenly lit up his wrinkled 
features. 

" The girl herself.'^ 

" What the deuce ! has she been talking with you ? 
And she told you herself — actually Aer^eZ/— that she 
was the special servant of my niece ?" The pro- 
voking smile would not be suppressed, " Well, well, 
it may be so for all I care. I did not know it. My 
wretched feet never allow me to go into the garret. 
Her waiting-maid, then !'' He chuckled to himself 
and shrugged his shoulders. "Well, then, my 
lovely niece certainly must learn to be her own 
maid until she returns, to society again, — or, better 
still, until my golden boy has come home to us. 
Then, sir, we shall sing to a different tune. He 
never will allow his lovely cousin to live away 
from us, although at a king's court. Why, then 
we shall be kings ourselves, — ^kings by the grace 
of gold! She will drive then in our own equi- 
page. Herr Markus, I know a pair of horses,'' — 
he kissed his finger-tips, — " perfect models of spirit 
and beauty. But where they are at present I 
cannot reveal : you might steal a march upon me 
and buy them. Ah ! I have it all arranged here 
in my head, — a magnificent programme ! No one 
understands such matters as I do. If my son 
were to cross that miserable threshold this mo- 
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ment, in a couple of days I would surround him 
with everything suitable for the establishment of a 

wealthy man " 

He got no farther. The lord of the manor 
touched his hat and left the house. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Lost time ! The young man bit his lip angnly 
as he crossed the yard towards the gate. 

"Herr Markus, take care of yourself!'' the 
bailiff called after him. He had come to the door 
and pointed with his pipe towards the sky, where 
the sun was just vanishing completely behind the 
dark masses of cloud. A sudden shadow fell upon 
the thirsty earth, and a hot breath of air swept past 
the farm-house and lifted the thin white locks upon 
the old man's temples. *' And if you should meet a 
young lady in a hat and gray veil, send her home to 
the farm," he called, speaking through his hollowed 
hand. " This confounded love of flowers ! the old 
people at home are made very anxious by it." 

The last words were heard by Herr Markus from 
the other side of the court-yard wall. He laughed 
angrily to himself. If he met her, the lovely niece, 
he would not send her home ; on the contrary, he 
would waylay her, and she should answer his ques- 
tions. He would show her no mercy, in spite of 
the thunder and lightning and pouring rain. 

The road that led past the farm ran thence 
into the fields, or rather it became a narrow foot- 
path intersecting the Count's forest That way the 
206 
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bailiffs maid had probably gone when she left the 
farm with *bag and baggage.' *0n to the woods, 
the dark green woods !' Had not the bailiff spoken 
of tramps and gypsies ? "Was there not a thin col- 
umn of smoke rising above the tree-tops yonder 
from the dry twigs and leaves above which the 
kettle of the nomadic people was hanging ? Non- 
sense ! the clouds were rising, and here and there 
gray threads of mist detached themselves from the 
dark compact mass. A gypsy camp would hardly 
be tolerated on the domain of His Royal Highness. 
But the highway was free ; nothing could hinder 
the wagon, with its huge white linen cover and 
escorted by swarthy riders, from passing through 
those dark beechen shades out into the wide world. 
"Well, such a journey was long in taking. These 
homeless folk travel con amore; a quick walker 
might easily overtake them and inquire whether 
beneath the white linen roof might be found an 
incomprehensible fair one, once more a member of 
her wandering race. " Stupid stuff!'' Herr Markus 
muttered, shaking his head and kicking away a 
stone with his foot. " Stupid stuff! That proud, re- 
served girl among half-naked gypsy boys, thieving 
rogues, and wrinkled witch-hags, — going through 
the world with them! How is it possible that such 
an insane idea can ever enter a healthy human 
brain ?" 
He redoubled his pace. The solution of the 
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mystery must be found in the forest lodge, and if 
the girl had gone, why, he would shake the dust 
from his feet and go after her until he found her. 

The greenish light through sunny tree-tops had 
vanished utterly ; the forest lay dark and motion- 
less beneath the gathering storm as though it and 
all that it contained were holding their breath in 
terror. The sultry heat of the last few days had 
penetrated the deepest shades. The narrow path- 
way, usually damp and green, looked bleached; 
the grass and ferns beside it languished and 
drooped, and the brook that crossed it was nearly 
dry ; the plank that spanned it — a rustic bridge — 
seemed placed there in mockery. 

Herr Markus walked across it. On the right lay 
the forest-covered valley ; but on the left there was 
the narrow strip of meadow-land nestling against 
the mountain-side and containing the keeper's 
lodge. The road wound along at a little distance, 
and farther on the red-tiled roof of the lonely 
house came into view. 

At sight of it Herr Markus paused surprised. 
The nightly horseman was just coming out upon 
the door-step to mount his steed, which the forester 
was holding. The tall old gentleman in a summer 
overcoat, with short gray hair and wash-leather 
gloves, would have been highly gratified to know 
that he had been assigned the part of a gypsy cap- 
tain. He rode away rather quickly, the dog leaping 
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before him and the forester walking beside him. 
In a few minutes they had disappeared in the 
forest. 

What now? Herr Markus rushed forward. 
Green-jerkin was the only person who could give 
him the information he wanted ; but he gradually 
moderated his pace : he could not possibly waylay 
the man who was leaving his house in evident 
haste, and like a highwayman force him to * stand 
and deliver' his information. 

At this moment he saw a cat glide down the 
door-step and run directly across the road into the 
thicket. The door must be open, and there must 
be some one in the house. 

The young man walked beneath the corner win- 
dows; the shades were still drawn down, but the 
door was open, and Herr Markus did not hesitate 
to enter noiselessly. 

Ttere was no window in the hall ; it was cool 
and dark, but the door of the dining-room on his 
right was wide open, probably for the sake of the 
draught, and a bluish light streamed thence into 
the darkness without. 

But now he experienced a very disagreeable 
sensation. Here he was lurking like a thief in this 
mysterious house. How should he justify his pres- 
ence here to any stranger ? Nevertheless, he closed 
the house-door softly behind him and stood still 
for a moment, watching. 
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Profound silence reigned around, and the uncer- 
tain light at first blinded the intruder, but only for 
a moment ; in the next he made a most startling 
discovery. Fraulein gouvemante was here, — here 
in this very house ! There, on a table near the 
door, lay the hat and gray veil and the gloves 
which had caused such commotion in Frau Grie- 
be?s peaceful soul. Ah ! the bird was caught. A 
kind of triumph, a feeling of revenge, arose within 
him. He would tear the veil from the mysterious 
picture. The cruel egotist should confess and re- 
pent; she must and should help him to find the 
girl whom she had dragged with her into poverty 
and want only to forsake her pitilessly and leave 
her to her fate. 

Quick to resolve, Herr Markus advanced to the 
door of the room, only to retreat startled into the 
depths of the dark hall. In the opposite corner — 
the same corner whence he had heard issuing the 
tones of a man's voice on the previous evening — 
there was a bed, and among its pillows lay a 
sleeper. Was it the bluish light in the room that 
threw such mortal pallor upon the face, or were 
the eyes closed in the sleep of death ? The ques- 
tion was one not easily decided, but it did not oc- 
cupy the mind of the watcher in the hall. He 
gazed at the full flowing reddish beard that lay 
upon the patchwork quilt. How came the man 
whom he and Frau Griebel had picked up in the 
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road and sheltered for a night in the manor-house 
to be there, and how long had he been lying in 
the mysterious corner which had caused him, the 
lord of the manor, such irritating annoyance ? 
And, above all, what was Fraulein gouvemanie, the 
enigmatical, fastidious fine lady, doing here by the 
sick-bed of a tramp, a beggar ? 

A low rustle as of the trailing of a woman's 
dress upon the bare floor of the room caused him 
to retreat still farther into the darkness ; he must 
know more of what was at present occupying the 
odious occupant of the attic-room before he pre- 
sented himself before her. She must have come 
through a side-door, probably froln the kitchen, 
and was arranging something upon a table ; a soft 
tinkle of glasses was audible, instantly hushed, 
however, and then came the noise of the trailing 
dress again. The lady now appeared within the 
sphere of his vision. 

A slender, elegant figure, of which at first he 
could only see the back, came into view. He saw 
a mass of dark braids, whence behind the ear a 
couple of short curls strayed upon the neck; he 
saw one hand gracefully lift the train of the dress. 
It certainly was strange that, although he had only 
seen the lady once, gliding like a shadow in the 
twilight at her uncle's side, he seemed to have 
been familiar with her for a long while. 

She leaned over the sleeper, listening to his 



• 
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breathing, and gently brushed away a fly that was 
buzzing about the pillow ; then she turned round, 
and the man in the hall stood thunderstruck. Fine 
lady as she looked, elegant as was the dress that 
clung about her form, — so lately disfigured by the 
working-jacket and the stiff folds of the coarse 
apron, — ^it was none other than the bailiff's maid 
who, as though sunk in thought, with downcast 
look, turned again to the table near the door. 

The scales fell from the young man's eyes ; he 
fairly caught his breath in his amazement : he had 
been mystified indeed ! In the hands of this deli- 
cate creature he had been but an honest, stupidly 
credulous German dunce, without a particle of 
insight or of capacity to see anything that was not 
directly before his eyes. The merest trifle more 
of discernment than that with which his step-mother 
Nature had gifted him would easily have solved the 
sphinx's enigma, for it was not a difficult one, and 
it had brought into play, in addition to some bitter 
earnestness, more than a spice of girlish cunning, 
as he now saw : the mysterious image had sat be- 
hind its veil in the attic-room, while Fraulein Agnes 
Franz had donned the coarse jacket to win bread 
for the poor old people. * Inseparable, one heart 
and one soul,' he had truly been told were the 
Fraulein gouvemante and the bailiff's maid, and no 
one save so stupid a fellow as himself could have 
failed to suspect tl^at the double existence was man- 



THE BAILIFF'S MAID. 213 

ifest in one form, — ^the graceful, lovely figure so 
temptingly near him at present. 

A mixture of anger and admiration, of desire 
for revenge and of compassionate tenderness, pos- 
sessed him, and he thanked his lucky star, which 
had detained him in the darkness of the hall : he 
had time there to collect himself. Fraulein gou- 
vemante should not have the triumph of seeing 
him overwhelmed with amazement; she should 
not even find an expression of surprise upon his 
features. 

Without ohserving him she walked directly past 
the open door, and he leaned forward to watch her 
at the table. She cut up a lemon and threw the 
slices into a glass of toast-water, and he discovered 
why the lovely niece must not go out without 
gloves. The * old braggart' at the farm was doing 
his best to conceal the fact that *a Franz, the 
daughter of an officer of station,' had been per- 
forming a servant's duties, and those brown hands 
gave traitorous evidence of the use to which they 
had been put. 

At this moment the storm began to make itself 
heard. Like a.trumpet sounding the alarm it came 
blaring through the air, arousing a solemn rustle 
and moan in the tree-tops, while the windows of the 
house rattled and the doors shook violently. The 
lady at the table cast an anxious glance towards the 
bed where the sick man lay, but not a finger of the 
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hand upon the coverlet stirred. He was evidently 
sleeping the sleep of utter exhaustion. 

Meanwhile, Herr Markus advanced noiselessly ; 
he had entirely recovered his self-possession, and 
when she had reassured herself and was turning 
again to her work at the table her' glance encoun- 
tered him standing courteously, hat in hand, upon 
the threshold of the door. 

She was evidently startled; the knife and the 
lemon fell from her hands, hut she recovered her 
composure in an incredibly short time. She really 
seemed to grow before his eyes as, with head 
erect, she left the table, passed through the door at 
which he stood, and opened the one opposite lead- 
ing into the forester's dwelling-room. 

" Pray walk in, sir," she said, courteously and 
distantly, with a wave of her hand, speaking in 
an undertone. "Tou are seeking shelter from 
the coming storm ?" 

He suppressed a smile. " Fraulein Franz ?'' he 
asked, interrupting her with a cool obeisance, as if 
meeting the lady for the first time. 

" Yes, sir, I am the bailiff's niece, Agnes Franz,*' 
she assented; her eyes fell and the blood rushed to 
her face, "the governess,'' she added, with a sharp 
emphasis upon the word, while her face showed 
the struggle within between embarrassment and 
defiance. 

He did not notice it; he was quite at his ease. 
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Pausing at the door, Ije said, as if by way of excuse, 
**I had no intention of awaiting the outbreak of 
the storm here. I care very little about a wetting ; 
indeed, it is probable that I shall immediately brave 
it, as I may have to walk some miles. I am in 
search of a young girl, a sister of charity, who yes- 
terday bandaged this for me." He pointed to his 
right hand. " The bailiff tells me that the girl has 
gone, — gone never to return. Is this so, Fraulein 
Franz ? Has she gone V 

She avoided his penetrating glance, and replied, 
with some hesitation, " Her exertions and assist- 
ance were no longer required. You yourself have 
been instrumental in procuring a substitute for 
her " 

"And so she has gone without remembering 
that she had a promise to fulfil ? She said yester- 
day, * I will come to-morrow and see how it is.' I 
must tell you that her words were to me what the 
word of honour of a man would have been, — as 
true as gospel. Well, I waited patiently. I gazed 
for hours out into the sultry afternoon, hoping to 
see the girl in the working-garb, the white ker- 
chief upon her head, come around the corner of 
the forest. I did not touch the bandage for fear 
of loosening it and bringing upon myself reproof 
from the messenger of mercy. Now she has gone, 
— ^gone as absolutely, the bailiff says, as if swept 
away by the wind forever. What shall I do ?" 
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" Allow me to fulfil her promise," she said, ex- 
tending her hand towards his, while she glanced 
at him timidly, almost with a smile. His face was 
immovable. 

" No, thank you," he said ; " that I cannot per- 
mit. The bandage must remain as it is until I 
have found my dear messenger of mercy. I told 
you just now that I intended going in search of her, 
and I trtist you will have the humanity to give me 
some assistance in discovering her " 

" No ; that I never will do," she interrupted him, 
turning abruptly away. 

" But this is hard and unchristian, and terribly 
unjust. What has the strange beggar there in 
bed done that he should be so carefully tended, 
while you refuse me information necessary for my 
cure ?" 

She turned pale, and noiselessly closed the door, 
that had been ajar. "Yes, a beggar," she said, 
and her eyes moistened, — " a man who does not 
even own the pillow where he has lain in mortal 
illness ! It is a bitter lot to cross the ocean, and to 
go through a thousand hardships and perils in 
search of gold, only to sink down at last upon the 
threshold of his home poor as Job and dying 
with exhaustion. It was for his mother that he 
laboured and strove. He knew that a day must 
come when she would be exposed to terrible priva- 
tion, and he tore himself away from her while he 
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believed that there was yet time to provide against 
that day. Another would perhaps have disappeared 
forever with the failure of his plans, but this he 
could not do. A longing to see his mother once 
more brought him hither, and now he is lying here, 
scarcely a hundred yards from her sick-bed " 

" Is it he for whose return the bailiff is hoping 
as are the Jews for their Messiah ?" the lord of the 
manor interrupted her, with bated breath. 

She nodded her head silently in token of assent. 

He was much affected. This, then, was the 
* nabob' ! The old man had but half an hour before 
designated himself and his son as ' sovereigns by 
the grace of gold;' he had exulted in his ' magnifi- 
cent programme' that by virtue of the California 
wealth was to convert a desert into a Utopia ; and 
even although there was reason to suspect that the 
inveterate optimist did not place entire faith in 
his own bold representations, it was pitiful to 
know that the ' tramp with the communistic beard* 
to whom he had sent a few pennies and a crust 
of bread was his own flesh and blood, — his golden 
boy. 

And in the midst of this domestic tragedy stood 
a girl who, with the devoted affection of a daughter, 
was courageously gathering into her strong arms 
and plunging into her own breast the hostile spears 
of fate. She had taken everything upon herself, — 
the providing the daily bread, the care of two hel^^ 
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less old people, — ^while now here lay one whose re- 
turn home she must conceal and to whom she could 
only minister in secret. What grief and anxiety 
had been hers, when she had nightly left the farm 
to watch beside this bed ! And in discharging this 
labour of love she had been seen and maligned by 
Frau Griebel ! 

He saw her standing in the doorway with down- 
cast eyes, and he longed to fall- at her feet. But he 
must keep strict watch and ward upon himself: 
she was justly offended and indignant, — the despised 
governess. One passionate gesture or expression 
on his part would have put miles between him and 
the desired goal : this was evident in her whole 
bearing at the moment. 

" "Will your cousin live ?" he asked, controlling 
his voice and the expression of his eyes. 

" Thank God, yes ! The physician, who has just 
gone, pronounces him out of danger. Last even- 
ing he was very anxious ; his delirium was at its 
height " 

That, then, was the explanation of the strange 
murmur in the corner j and jealousy had converted 
the respectable Thuringian country doctor into a 
gypsy captain. 

" It made the responsibility resting upon us his 
nurses almost too great," she went on, with emo- 
tion. "We had felt obliged to conceal from his 
parents Otto's return under such unfortunate cir- 
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cumstances, but if lie were dying " She paused, 

remembering the fearful dilemma in which she had 
been placed ; and the sudden silence was broken by 
the distant mutter of the thunder and the plashing 
of large drops of rain against the window-pane. 

" The storm is coming, and the forester has gone 
to the Tillroda apothecary's," she said, anxiously. 

"And at the farm two old people are fretting 
about a young lady who is gathering flowers in the 
forest,'' said Herr Markus. 

She looked him firmly in the face and shrugged 
her shoulders. " What harm can it do if the spoiled 
idle hands that weary others so continually with 
their flower-painting and piano-forte exercises 
should have a thorough wetting for once?" she 
asked, carelessly. 

The lord of the manor bit his lip and gazed out 
into the pouring rain. 

" I agree with you," he rejoined, " but I really 
cannot see the justice of your remark as applied 
to those sunburned hands." He pointed to the one 
resting upon the latch of the door. 

" True, they are not beautiful," she said, smiling, 
calmly contemplating her slender brown flngers. 
" My uncle, since noon to-day, has strictly forbidden 
my showing myself to the dear old forest without 
gloves." 

" He has a great regard for conventionalities, — 
for the honour of his name." 
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She laughed bitterly. " He does not dream, poor 
old man ! to what a pass his name has come. One 
of the Franzes lies there with all his hopes shattered, 
and another is a governess." 

" And is, besides, — what seems to me much worse, 
— implacable and revengeful." He completed her 
sentence with an outburst of irritation, taking up 
his hat from the table. 

"You are not going out into the storm?" she 
asked, timidly. 

" And why not ? It can do * the rich man in the 
Bible' no harm to have the rain fall upon his hat 
The air of this house stirs my blood. I would a 
thousand times rather battle with wind and rain 
than encounter anger and narrow-mindedness here. 
And have you forgotten that I came hither solely 
to find my girl, — pardon me, my dear messenger of 
mercy ? She is not here, the brave, large-hearted, 
noble-minded creature who could not endure to 
have caused me pain, and who came to me so un- 
selfishly " 

"She only did her duty," she interrupted him, 
her lips quivering, and blushing crimson. " You 
are right : the girl in kerchief and working-jacket 
is not here ; she will never be found again. Did 
she not tell you that she was one with me in heart 
and soul ? Must she not, then, be indignant as I 
am, — feel as I do that a girl who truly respects 
herself cannot pardon the odious accusation brought 
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against her of angling for the admiration, for the 
hearts, of men ? I know — none better — ^what a 
struggle she had with herself when she set foot 
upon the first step of the stairs leading up to your 
study." 

" And yet she ascended them, and showed her- 
self a true woman acting from the dictates of a 
compassionate heart, and not of a selfish intellect 
or in accordance with the law * An eye for an eye 
and a tooth for a tooth/ To doubt her heart would 
be a crime for which I never could forgive myself, 
and therefore I say that, although here, within 
these walls, you deny me her gentle unselfish self, 
yet she will come to me again because her kindly 
duty is not yet fulfilled." He pointed to his band- 
aged hand. 

"You remember that I oflfered " 

" And you know that I refused your aid. I will 
wait quietly until my dear messenger of mercy re- 
members her patient. And now I will go forth in 
God's name ; I may find some trace of her in the 
forest." 

" You cannot possibly leave the house now." 
" Pshaw ! on account of the storm ? Look out ; 
not a drop is falling at present." 

The noise of the rain outside had in fact ceased 
suddenly, but it was the rest taken by the wrestler 
to recover his breath for a fresh assault. Darkness 

as of night fell upon everything ; the black maaae^t 

1^* 
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of clouds hung so low that they seemed wellnigh 
resting upon the tops of the trees. 

The lord of the manor bowed slightly with a 
meaning glance towards the hand upon the latch 
of the door, but it did not move. 

" Do not go !" the lady said. The tone was as 
gentle and entreating as that in which the words 
> Be kind !' had been uttered yesterday. 

His eyes sparkled, but he replied coolly and 
formally enough, "I will stay if you desire it It 
is but natural that you should fear the storm alone 
here." 

" I am not such a coward," she replied, provoked. 
"From my childhood I have loved rather than 
feared a storm." 

" Then I cannot understand your desire for my 
stay. If my * sister of charity' had uttered it, I 
should know that it was prompted by the same 
anxiety on my behalf that brought her to me yes- 
terday." 

" You mistake. She distinctly explained to you 
that she took so unusual a step to satisfy her con- 
science with regard to an office of humanity," she 
said, almost angrily, and threw back her head with 
^n indescribable air of pride and determination. 

*iWas that her bitter meaning ? And have you 
really the heart — only because I judged flippantly 
and superficially of a calling and of those who fol- 
lowed it — ^to rob me of my cherished delusion ?" 
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She looked down, and her hand dropped from 
the latch of the door. 

" Can you not cheer me by a kinder word V^ 

Various emotions were evidently struggling with- 
in her for the mastery; but her lips remained 
closed, and there was insurmountable determina- 
tion in her pale face as she retreated from the door. 

" Well, then, I go, and take with me the cruellest 
disappointment of my life,'^ he said, openmg the 
door and passing through the hall towards tne 
house-door. 

He had .entirely forgotten that there was a sick 
man in the house, and had in no wise softened his 
tread or his lifting of the door-latch. The noise 
thus made, the creaking of the door, or the foot- 
steps upon the brick floor of the hall probably 
aroused the sleeper. 

" Agnes !" a weak, querulous voice called from 
the corner of the room. 

Herr Markus saw the young girl hurry to- 
wards the door of the opposite apartment, and 
then, evidently undecided, pause in the hall and 
watch him anxiously until he succeeded in opening 
the door in spite of the wind and in closing it be- 
hind him. 



CHAPTER XVIL 

It needed all Herr Markus's strength, of which 
he had good store, to make his way against the 
raging tempest that assailed him so soon as he had 
left the house. All above and around him looked 
dark indeed. The black seething masses of cloud 
were big with lightning and with hail, and the howl- 
ing blast that swept him before it might at any mo- 
ment uproot one of the groaning monarchs of the 
forest like some frail stalk and topple it over upon 
the staggering, helpless human atom beneath it. 

It certainly was safer between those four red 
walls, and a man with a cool head and quiet pulses 
would assuredly have returned thither ; but not for 
worlds would he have done so. He had the helm 
in his hand : a better ally than this terrible tempest 
he could not have desired. There was a smile upon 
his face, — a quiet smile that had evidently escaped 
involuntarily from his very soul. 

Thus he struggled on for a while along the road, 
until suddenly there was a flash of lightning fol- 
lowed instantly by a prolonged crash of thunder 
that shook the earth, and echoed on as thunder can 
only in a narrow valley shut in by lofty mountains. 

For a moment Herr Markus ^topd stunned as 
22i 
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though the lightning had struck the earth at his 
feet and grazed him ; the wind ceased, as if terrified 
into repose, and there was a second or two of quiet, 
filled only by the sulphurous play of the lightning, 
and then the heavy masses of clouds dissolved 
again; the rain came pouring down in torrents, 
bringing with it myriads of rattling hailstones. 

Herr Markus ran across the meadow and directly 
up the mountain-side. There was up there, only a 
short distance oflT, as he knew, a little hut, a shelter 
for the woodmen, half concealed in the thicket be- 
neath the firs. In a few moments he had reached 
the primitive asylum. It had three walls roughly 
built of coarse blocks of stone, and a roof of pine- 
trunks, and if the rain did not wash away the 
moss that stopped the chinks between them, they 
certainly would aflTord a shelter from wind and 
weather. 

He withdrew to the back part of the hut and 
gazed out at the storm with what was almost a 
shudder. Here was what pastor and people of the 
forest hamlets had frequently prayed heaven to 
grant them, — delicious pouring rain that would fill 
anew the half-parched veins of tree and plant and 
revive the hope of a full harvest and of bread for 
all. But with what fearful throes was nature bring- 
ing forth the blessing !' 

So constant and vivid were the forked fiashes 
of fire in all directions, so uninterrupted the crash 
P 
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of the thunder, that it was as if the Jove of the 
ancient Greeks had dropped his sheaf of thunder- 
bolts ; as if this convulsing roar must rend asunder 
the solid walls of rock that had watched over the 
valleys for centuries. And the floods, descending 
from the skies, changed in a twinkling the level 
meadow to a shallow lake; they filled the dried 
bed of the little brook, which dashed along its 
course, clay-coloured from mud, stones, and up- 
rooted plants, and finally carried away the slight 
bridge that had spanned it. Would this * down- 
pour' satisfy the worthy Frau Griebel ? 

The spot of earth, however, encompassed by the 
three rude walls remained perfectly dry : the water 
dashed down the declivity on either side of it. 
The roof, too, held out bravely ; the lowest boughs 
of the firs above it beat upon the roughly-built 
structure, but it resisted the first onslaught of the 
rain, and only when the wind had loosened the 
huge trunks did the water come pouring down be- 
tween them in a shower-bath the noise and volume 
of which veiled the world beyond from him who 
was sheltered in the farthest corner. 

It was indeed a storm in the forest, — an angry 
monster confined within narrow walls. It could 
not scale the mountains, and raged until its breath 
was all gone. At last Herr Markus paced his small 
cell to and fro in a fever of impatience; but all 
gradually grew brighter, the thunder died away, 
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and the rain moderated. By degrees other sounds 
ventured abroad, — ^the chirp and whistle of a bird, 
the rustling flight of some small woodland animal 
through the dripping underbrush, and faint sounds 
of life from human habitations. And the distant 
creaking of the wheels of a wagon became audible ; 
the vehicle approached along the road and stopped 
for a moment, probably before the lonely red house. 
Then it tottered heavily on in the soft mud, and 
appeared at last at a turning of the road that Herr 
Markus could see. It was an open hay-wagon 
with some planks laid across it, and had probably 
picked up the forester on his way home and left 
him there. 

Ah ! Green-jerkin was at home again. The fair 
nurse was released ; and if there was in her heart 
one spark of anxiety and care for that other mortal 
exposed to all the fury of the storm, she would 
take instant advantage of her liberty and come 
forth. 

Yes, she came, — came like a prisoner escaped 
from prison, — ^her hat and veil, her gloves and par- 
asol, left behind in the forest-lodge. She had 
thrown the train of her gown over her arm ; her 
small, swift feet flew along the road, and her head 
was turned from side to side eagerly, anxiously. 
Was she looking to find some one lying in the 
forest stunned by the lightning ? 

Herr Markus left the hovel and slipped into the 
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thicket beside it. She would soon be able to look 
into the space between those three rude walls, and 
she must find it empty. With a passing glance 
towards the place she convinced herself that there 
was no one there, and turned immediately into the 
narrow foot-path leading to Hirschwinkel. 

She had never dreamed of finding this path im- 
passable. She stopped short in dismay at sight of 
the brook usually rippling peacefully over its peb- 
bly bed, and but lately nearly dry : it was now a 
foaming, rushing stream over which no bridge was 
to be seen far or near. She ran to and fro upon 
the bank trying to find some narrower place where 
she might jump across. 

Meanwhile, the lord of the manor had descended 
the declivity and walked quietly across the soft 
drenched meadow. He stood just behind her as 
she hurriedly picked up her skirts to wade through 
the water. Quick as thought he put his arm about 
her and lifted her from the ground. » 

She screamed ; her face, that drooped as though 
she were half-fainting upon his shoulder, showed 
traces of tears and of great distress, but in an 
instant it was irradiated with joy, and she drew 
a deep sigh of relief. 

" I do not do this for humanity's sake," he whis- 
pered, with a smile, as he was carrying her through 
the water. "Oh, no; I am no disinterested philan- 
thropist; I do it for your sake alone.'' 
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On the other side he gently released her. " Tou 
have hurt yourself?" she said, hurriedly, indicating 
his bandaged hand, as he turned to leave her. 

" I have not hurt myself," he said, ambiguously; 
and there was a mischievous sparkle in his eyes 
plain to be observed by any one less agitated than 
herself. " Possibly something may be wrong under 
this bandage," he added, shrugging his shoulders. 
" But what of that ? My sturdy constitution will 
take care of itself. And now go home quickly. I 
know the old people are greatly distressed about 
their flower-gatherer. Your uncle will scold you 
well for coming home without your gloves : shall 
I go for them ?" And he turned as if to run back 
to the forest lodge. 

She shook her head, and an arch smile dawned 
upon her face. 

" And your hat is left behind also," he said. 
"The raindrops are glittering like diamonds in 
your hair, and will give you cOld. Well, that thin 
gray veil would not have been of much use. I 
prefer the kerchief on the head, — ^the dear white 
kerchief of my messenger of mercy. And now, 
farewell !" 

As he spoke he dashed through the rushing water 
again, and without once turning his head walked 
through the meadow to the road. There could be 
no possibility to-day of breaking his way romantic- 
ally through the underbrush, — ^that would have 

20 
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been to subject himself to a second * down-pour/ 
from trees to bushes, — and he especially wished to 
avoid the path that the * flower-gatherer' had taken : 
so there was no alternative save to pass by the 
forest-lodge, and to turn at a considerable dis- 
tance beyond it into a well-worn woodland path 
along which Frau Qriebel was wont to come from 
the Count's forest. 

He walked quickly: he was in a hurry. The 
rain had ceased, but the woods were dripping; and 
if he carelessly brushed past an overhanging bough, 
a perfect shower-bath came pouring down upon him. 
This last hour of crash and din had brought water 
in plenty ; the soft, mossy soil was fnll of swampy 
spots, and the little stream that drove the saw-mill 
was careering through the meadows in very wild 
and unseemly fashion. 

On the bank stood the miller, with a delighted 
face. " It has rained bread to-day, Herr Markus," 
he called out to the passer-by ; and Peter Griebel 
came to meet him from the open gate of the Hirsch- 
winkel court-yard. " No more talk of famine in 
the forest : the potato-crop will be excellent. Yes, 
that's the sight for me," the farmer said, stretching 
out his hand towards the glittering, swimming 
landscape. And in the hall Frau Qriebel almost 
ran against the lord of the manor. She was coming 
from the pantry with two full paper bags in one 
hand. "Well, Herr Markus, and what do you 



THE BAILIFF'S MAID. 231 

say to such a storm as that ?" she said, with one 
hand resting upon her stout hip. " I'll wager that 
it thunders and roars rather differently upon a 
flat kitchen-plate like your home. Yes, yes ! we 
can do nothing without a good, honest crashing 
and growling. 'Tis our fashion here, and I love 
it as I do the organ in church. And here they 
are," she went on, holding out the stuffed hags, — 
" the raisins that I am going to put into the cakes 
for the Tillroda children. It did rain finely !" 

" Aha! plum-cakes ? I will contrihute the wine. 
But do you know how to make wedding-cake ?" 
And as he spoke Herr Markus impertinently put 
his arm around the fat little woman's waist and 
whirled her round several times in a waltz. 

" Wedding-cake ?" she repeated, panting, with a 
suspicious glance at him. " Where have you been, 
Herr Markus, that you come home so very merry ? 
Wet to the skin too ! And, good gracious ! look at 
those spots of mud upon my white, freshly-scoured 
floor! Go away! dancing with half Hirschwinkel 
on the soles of your boots ! Hanne will grumble 
loud enough, to have to scrub it all over again. 
Wedding-cake do you say ? Oh, yes, I do indeed 
know how to make it, thick and dark, and so deli- 
cate that it melts in your mouth. But who for ? 
Tell me who there is to eat it in our quiet BQrsch- 
winkel ?" 

" Who ? Why, whoever chooses to be my guest 
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Old and young, rich and poor, — every one is in- 
vited. And all who have sweethearts are doubly 
welcome." 

He laughed in her puzzled face, and, running 
up-stairs, he sang in a fine baritone George Brown's 
* Come, lovely dame !* 

* Tell me, what's thy name V came floating 
down into the hall, and then the door above was 
shut loudly. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

In a short time Herr Markus came down again 
and walked through the hall towards the garden. 
He had changed his dress and brushed the short 
curls that had been so drenched ; there was an air 
almost of solemnity about him. 

" Good gracious ! really as if he were going 
a-wooing!" Frau Griebel said in her kitchen. 
"But the garden is still dripping, Herr Markus, 
and in an instant that brand-new coat will be as 
wet as the other !" she called out to him. " And 
must I wade through all those puddles and streams, 
with my waiter full of dishes, to the pavilion on 
the wall ?" 

He told her that he would sup in his own room 
up-stairs at eight o'clock, and that until then he 
desired to be undisturbed in the pavilion ; that no 
one must interrupt him there, not even the ' kind- 
est and most thoughtful of foster-mothers.' And 
then he left the house hurriedly, as though belated 
in keeping an appointment. 

In the pavilion the sultry breath of the early 
afternoon still lingered. He shook his head with 
a grave smile as he opened wide the door upon the 
balcony, that the cool, fresh air might enter freely, 
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Scarcely two hours had passed since he left here, 
meaning to go only to the corner of the grove and 
back again, — not one step farther. What a pitiable 
thing is the human will when it would war with 
fate hastening on a catastrophe! He had been 
distressed and worried indeed until comprehension 
had come to him. Fate had at last seized him and 
driven him forth into the forest, where the fretting 
enigma found the loveliest solution. He had stood 
before a mysterious door, obstinately bent upon 
breaking it down by force; his imagination had 
wandered away among gypsies, while he had stupidly 
ignored what lay plain as day before him. He was 
not alone to blame. Everyone at Hirschwinkel 
had seen only the bailiff's maid in the girl who had 
worked diligently in the fields, and they had all 
encouraged him in his illusion. The only person 
who could have enlightened him, the bailiff, had 
done all that he could to strengthen him in his 
error. He had simply repudiated his self-sacri- 
ficing niece in her working-jacket, old comedian 
that he was ! 

Now everything was changed. The menacing 
clouds in the skies had dissolved in blessings and 
benefits, and the mysterious door was wide, wide 
open ; but still he paced the room to and fro in ex- 
citing suspense, as he had done two hours since. 
It w^as no longer so oppressively quiet without as 
it had been before the storm. Everything that had 
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life and breath was stirring, with forces refreshed, 
and the clear, cool air transmitted all sounds dis- 
tinctly. In the bird's nest beneath the eaves of the 
pavilion the little yellow-beaked fledglings were 
chirping and piping to the old birds flying dili- 
gently to and fro ; a cloud of gnats danced before 
the window, and the white butterflies had come 
forth again and were hovering over the fields like 
snow-flakes. 

There, around the corner of the forest, at any 
moment the white kerchief might appear, — must 
appear, if it were not that he had let slip the lucky 
moment and had staked his all upon a losing card. 
What if he had been mistaken ? What if she had 
proudly and seriously accepted his farewell in the 
Count's forest as really the last, and should never 
cross his path in life again ? The blood rushed to 
his head at the thought, and in an instant he was 
out upon the balcony ; but no, there was no need 
to descend a single step. 

He shaded his eyes with his hand against the 
red gold of the setting sun, which had just broken 
forth, and looked eagerly towards the distant thicket. 
Behind the net-work of pine-needles something was 
stirring and coming steadily onward. It was not 
the blue fluttering ribbons that had called forth so 
impatient an expression of disappointment from 
him this afternoon. No; it was as white and 
coarse and ugly as a kerchief tied about the head 



236 ^^^ BAILIFF'S MAID. 

could be, and it was now full in sight. A joyous 
shout of exultation that would hardly be suppressed 
rose to his lips, and his heart throbbed as though it 
would escape from his bosom. 

He hastily retreated into the pavilion as she 
turned the corner. The loose white chemise- 
sleeves waved a little in the wind as it blew past 
her and seemed to sway her graceful form and 
make her walk slightly unsteady. She was in her 
shabby working-dress. The big blue linen apron 
concealed her figure with its stiffly-starched folds, 
and the outline of the bust was completely lost 
beneath the coarse kerchief that was crossed upon 
her breast and knotted behind. The * scare-crow' 
had never been pulled so low down over her face 
as at present. 

Thus she advanced timidly as though in terror, 
and for a moment she seemed to lose all courage 
at sight of the pavilion with its open door, and to 
half determine to flee back into the forest. It was 
a critical moment, and the jnan on the watch in 
the pavilion seemed to feel his heart stand still ; 
but it passed: the * sist«r-of-charity' mood con- 
quered, and impelled the girl to go forward. 

He could not but remember the morning when 
she had come so carelessly along this very way. 
Then the lonely figure had stood out in the morn- 
ing light as against a golden background; now 
the afternoon sunshine was glowing dark crimson 
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upon the drenched meadows. And thus it must 
be: the longing and hoping, the struggles and 
combats, begun on that morning must end m 
an exquisite glow. Then his self-confidence and 
untamed sense of freedom had ofiered battle to 
her girlish pride and ^self-reliance, and to-day he 
was vanquished. But to-day, none the less, the 
timid prey that he coveted was running into his 
net. 

Leaning back in the corner of the lounge, he 
never stirred, he almost held his breath. It seemed 
to him that at this supreme moment the happiness 
of his whole future life was hanging upon a single 
thread. A bird suddenly whirring through the 
air, a field-mouse running across the path, a noise 
from the manor-house, might scare the trembling 
girlish soul, and he should lose it forever. The 
nearer she came the quicker throbbed his pulses. 
She looked up at the open door with an imploring 
expression, probably hoping for aid of some kind ; 
but no : for worlds he would not even extend to her 
the tips of his fingers. He would taste to the full 
the luxury of the situation. She must come into 
his presence of her own accord, impelled from 
within. 

Now he could see her no longer : she was just 
beneath the pavilion. He heard the stalks of wheat 
rustle as her woollen dress brushed them ; a hesita- 
ting step shook the slight stair ; then she appeared 
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on the balcony and leaned, breathless and exhausted, 
against the balustrade. 

He sprang up and hastened to her. 

" I have kept my promise," she murmured, as if 
to herself. Her lips quivered nervously as she looked 
abroad over the wheat-field, and her hand still held 
by the balustrade. 

" I knew you would," he said. 

Then she looked up at him with indignant pain 
in her eyes. " Yes, you were sure, after the ex- 
perience that you have had of the governess class," 
she rejoined, bitterly, and drew the white kerchief 
still lower over her face, as though to shelter herself 
from him and from all the world. Her tone and 
gesture told him that he was as yet far from his 
goal. 

" I knew that my dear messenger of mercy could 
not find it in her heart to leave a fellow-mortal to 
suffer unaided," he said, restraining himself and 
standing aside to allow her to cross the threshold 
of the room. She passed him immediately and 
went to the table, where she took the bandages 
from her basket. 

He avoided looking at her as he stood beside her. 
Only complete calm and self-control on his part 
could restore to her th^ self-possession for which 
she was so evidently struggling. He saw how 
every fibre of her frame was quivering, how help- 
lessly her hands were endeavouring to arrange the 
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contents of her basket. "How awkward!" she 
murmured, and pushed back the kerchief from 
her brow. " I do not know, — the air here is stifling. 
What a pitiable creature I am, after all !" 

She untied the knot beneath her chin and pushed 
back the kerchief completely ; then, without look- 
ing up, she took hold of his wounded hand. 

"Tour distress is nearly over," he said, in a 
tone meant to soothe her ; but in his own agita- 
tion his words were scarcely audible. 

She was silent, and began to take off the bandage. 
" One thing at least is spared me : you have not 
aggravated the wound," she said, and looked up. 
" It is healing fast. It will hardly leave a scar." 

" That is a pity. I should like to have a scar 
there always, as the student delights in one upon 
his face. And do you mean to say that surgical 
treatment is no longer necessary ?" 

" Mine is not, at least," she said, skilfully rolling 
a fresh bandage. " Whatever else the hand may 
require after to-day Frau Griebel can attend to 
perfectly well." 

" Ah ! you are very kind. "Well, then, I will be 
modest in my requirements, since I do not exactly 
desire to appoint my worthy Griebel my * messenger 
of mercy.' Perhaps I may be allowed to ask advice 
at the farm ?" 

" It will be entirely needless," she said, without 
looking up from her occupation. Then she dropped 
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the hand gently and left his side: her task was 
done. 

She hastily gathered together what she had 
brought and put it back into her basket. Before 
he knew it she had slipped past him and out of the 
door like a bird set free flying forth into space. 
But outside on the balcony, with her foot upon the 
topmost stair, she turned once more. " Has there 
been self-sacrifice enough ?" she asked ; and there 
was suppressed grief mingled with defiance in her 
tone. "If every work of mercy required such 
stinging self-humiliation, then " 

" Why will you torment yourself and me with 
words that do not come from your heart?*' he in- 
terrupted her; he had taken his hat and was stand- 
ing at her side. " Tes, I insisted upon my right, 
— who can blame me? — and you only fulfilled your 
promise. Is that so bad? In return, let me ac- 
company you now. No, do not object. Probably 
you do not know that Hirschwinkel swarms with 
gypsies ?" 

" Indeed ! and they might steal me and make a 
rope-dancer of tile ?" she said, with a faint smile, 
as he followed her down the steps. 

" If not that, you might be made captive beneath 
the linen roof of a gypsy wagon. I have seen 
you already to-day among gypsy hags and savage 
dark-skinned children; but this I will explain to 
you hereafter. That is," — he suddenly checked 
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himself, — "that is, if the sun of kindness will only 
shine from that attic-roonl upon a poor fellow like 
myself. There seems but little prospect of it at 
present, and since I know that in half an hour 
the white kerchief and the working-jacket will 
disappear, and that with them the bailiff's maid 
will vanish forever, I must use the present brief 
moment as best I may." 

She gave him a hasty sidelong glance ; he looked 
very grave and walked very slowly. The pair had 
already reached the forest and were walking in the 
middle of the road, for the long needles of the pines 
were still glistening with rain-drops and the under- 
brush was covered with millions of tiny pearls. 
All this sparkle, and the rain-besprinkled wheat in 
the meadow, with every little pool in the road, re- 
flected the crimson light of evening. After the up- 
roar of the tempest, heaven and earth, the sun's fire, 
and the fallen rain seemed dissolved in harmony. 

" What do you think young Franz will attempt 
after his recovery ?" the lord of the manor asked, 
without any preliminary remark. "He certainly 
will not return to California ?" 

She shook her head decidedly. " ^ Rather break 
stones on a Thuringian highway,' he told me in 
that first hour of his return." She sighed. "You 
know best in what a condition the * golden boy' 
of the old man at the farm reached his home. 
He told me that you kindly brought him in from 
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the road and took care of him for that first night 
in the manor-house. Grief and shame drove him 
forth ; he preferred to die alone in the forest rather 
than to subsist upon the bounty of strangers: I 
understand him there only too well." She inter- 
rupted herself passionately and clasped her hands 
upon her breast. " He was right. A lonely death 
is not half so bitter as to be forced to live beneath 
the constant boirden of humiliating favours." 

She was silent for a few moments. Her brows 
contracted as in pain ; her under-lip was compressed 
between her teeth as she gazed abroad into the 
glowing skies, and the man at her side broke her 
angry silence by no word. 

" He dragged himself on through the forest," 
she continued, after a long-drawn sigh, " until he 
staggered into my arms at the farm-yard gate." 

" And you contrived to drag away that exhausted 
man ?" 

" Distress lent me strength : he had to be removed 
from beneath the eyes of his parents. The old Frau 
would have died to see his terrible plight." 

" The forest lodge is so far away." 

"That morning the way thither seemed endless; 
but there I found efficient aid. The forester — 
faithful fellow! — was Otto's playmate when they 
were boys, and he wept and laughed in a breath to 
see him ao^ain in so sad a condition. A few hours 
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" And lie raved so that the forest echoed with 
his cries." The lord of the manor completed her 
sentence in a low voice. "And those outside who 
heard his wild laughter thought that there were 
jovial companions drinking together in the corner 
room with the shaded windows, — ^yes, I know it, — 
and hard, evil words were spoken. They pierced 
a noble heart so deeply that, to blot them out, a 
life of idolizing affection can hardly suffice." 

She turned from him as if terrified, and it almost 
looked as if she were meditating an escape through 
the dripping thicket. 

This involuntarily impulse towards flight perhaps 
escaped her companion's observation, for he asked 
as calmly as though nothing had diverted his mind 
from the subject, " What was the original calling 
of the unfortunate gold-seeker V 

" He is a farmer," she replied, walking on and 
shrinking away from the wet pine-boughs that in- 
truded upon the path. " Formerly he hoped to be 
his father's successor on the Gelsungen estate, but 
that, of course, has long been out of the question. 
And now, when he has suffered so terrible a ship- 
wreck, his claims upon life are very modest. A 
round of simple duties which would earn him his 
bread, even with the hardest labour in the most 
retired spot, and the privilege of being with his 
old mother, — this is all he asks." 

" Then he might stay at Hirschwinkel." 
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She stood still and looked at him with an eager 
expression of delight on her face. ""Would you 
rent the farm to him ?" 

He looked away and shrugged his shoulders. 
" It is no longer at my disposal." 

" ^ No longer' ? " She repeated the words me- 
chanically in sorrowful amazement; she had grown 
quite pale. " Have you sold Hirschwinkel ?'* 

" Sold Hirschwinkel ? Sold the pearl that fell 
into my lap, all-undeserving, lucky fellow that I 
am? No, the Markus factories must first fall un- 
der the hammer! The fact is that the farm has 
not belonged to the estate for more than a year." 

" And you really have had no right to dispose 
of it? And those poor old people must 6nce 
more struggle and labour for a roof over their 
heads?" she cried, in despair, as her head sunk 
upon her breast. "How cruel to be disappointed 
now, when the poor invalid has taken such delight 
in the plans that you brought her! How could 
you do it without the consent of the present 
owner ?" 

" I took her consent for granted." 

"-Her consent. Then the farm belongs to a 
woman." She looked surprised, but relieved. "And 
you just now said that Otto Franz might stay at 
Hirschwinkel. Then she — the new owner — ^will 
rent the farm ?" 

H-e shrugged his shoulders again, and looked ' 
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into her anxious face with a smile. "I do not 
know. You must ask Fraulein Agnes Franz." 

She stood as if turned to stone, and passively 
allowed him to take her hands and press them for 
one moment between his own. He then told her 
how he had accidentally discovered his aunt's last 
will, and finally took from his pocket the note-book 
of the departed Frau Oberforstmeisterin in proof 
of what he told her. 

The tears rolled down her cheeks as she recog- 
nized the handwriting, but she did not take the 
proffered book ; she gently put it aside. 

" That is no valid will, Herr Markus," she said, 
firmly, mastering her profound emotion. "No one 
in the world would accord the shadow of a claim 
to the legatee to whom she there alludes." 

" No one ?" he repeated. " Why, what has the 
poor world done that you believe it to be filled with 
rogues? There may possibly be people who de- 
clare the last will of a relative worthless unless it 
has been scrawled under by such and such stranger-' 
hands. Let them, for all I care, take their stand 
upon what they term the legal rights of the matter ; 
in my opinion an appeal to the law in a case like 
this would be a crime. No, no! do not shake 
your head at me as though I came from some 
wonderful Utopia with my ideas of justice. They 
may be somewhat clumsy, as, indeed, is the entire 
apparatus of my intellectual endowment, — ^you have 
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had experience yourself of my stupidity in my 
appreciation of men and things, how I simply ac- 
cepted the baldest counterfeit for genuine coin, — 
but, nevertheless, such as they are, they admit only 
one true judge and guide, the conscience." 

At this reference to the part of dupe, which she 
had helped to thrust upon him, she blushed and 
walked on quickly. He kept beside her; the forest 
corner lay behind them, the farm-garden came into 
view. 

" My discovery in my aunt's knitting-bag was by 
no means agreeable to me, inasmuch as it entailed 
upon me personal intercourse with the bailiff's ter- 
rible niece," he went on after a pause of a few sec- 
onds, while the merry smile that made his face so 
handsome broke forth unrestrained. " But I sin- 
fully turned a deaf ear to the voice of duty, and per- 
suaded myself that my agent could manage the 
affair perfectly well after I had left Hirschwinkel. 
Then suddenly I became aware that there was a 
bailiff's son somewhere, and this complicated mat- 
ters. I found myself under the necessity of inves- 
tigating affairs at the farm more closely, if I would 
do justice to all. It was my duty to inquire why 
the testatrix should have selected a girl, for the 
guardian and protector of the old people while 
their son, their natural stay and support, was 
living." 

"I perfectly understand my dear old friend," 
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the girl walking beside him said, with emotion. 
" Otto was always good-natured and yielding to a 
fault. He had no more firmness of purpose or of 
will to oppose to his domineering father than had 
his poor mother. But now that life has taught 
him so bitter a lesson, now that he knows the pangs 
of hunger and that only economy and a firm resist- 
ance to his father's mania for extravagance can 
insure freedom from care tQ the evening of his 
parents' days, now " 

" Now you think I ought to correct in his favour 
the testamentary dispositions in this book ?" 

She was silent for a moment, and then raised 
her beautiful liquid eyes to his with a look of un- 
utterable gratitude. "Well, then, yes," she an- 
swered, resolutely, " if I am not doing wrong in 
encouraging you in such unheard-of generosity." 

He laughed and pushed open the garden-gate, 
which they had just reached. " Then I cannot 
summon you to enter in upon your own land and 
territory, as I had intended doing. You have re- 
nounced your right " 

" And with what delight !" She went through 
the gate and then turned to him. " I want nothing ; 
of this I am now sure," — she clasped her hands 
upon^her breast, — "wherever I may go, this will 
always be my refuge; hither I may always come 
when I long to taste the sweet delights of home.'' 

" I should say you had bought this privilege at 
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an extremely dear price. But do you not know 
that the man who is really the head of hi3 house- 
hold cannot suffer his wife to know a home other 
than his own ?" 

She turned from him angrily. " Those are con- 
siderations with which I have nothing to do. No 
man shall ever prescribe to me what to do or to 
leave undone. Do you suppose that I could ever 
eat a crumb from the table of a man who in his 
inmost • soul was always struggling against the 
suspicion that not love, but a desire for an assured 
social position had tempted me to his arms ? No ; 
in comparison, the honestly earned bread of a gov- 
erness is sweet indeed, because honorable indeed. 
And I will eat it so long as life and strength are 
mine !" 

" Agnes !" He had clasped both her hands in 
his, and spite of all resistance he held them fast 
and drew her towards him. " Would you really 
punish so cruelly an audacious fellow who, led 
astray by an illusion born of superficial prejudices, 
did not in the least know what he was about?" 
A smile hovered upon his lips. " Must I fall at 
your feet in this drenched garden and beg for for- 
giveness ? Shall I throw into the fire the * rascal 
counters' on account of which you reject the 
wretched, self-conceited mortal who owns them? 
I will do everything. I will, so long as I live, hold 
in highest honour the slandered profession of a 
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governess, and break lances in defence of it when- 
ever I can ; I will contribute to an asylum for aged 
instructresses as largely as I can while life lasts, — 
everything to atone for my sin, Agnes," — ^his voice 
grew low and ardent again, — " do you not know / 
that it is you who give and not If You spoke but 
now of a desirable * social position;' who says 
that I have any Buch to offer you ? No aristocratic 
blood flows in my veins, nor have I a title of any 
sort tacked to my name. My dear good father 
wandered up and down the world as a workman 
with his knapsack on his back. I am the son 
of a workman, and when I was younger worked 
with hammer and anvil as hard as any of my men. 
And now it might easily happen that I entered my 
wife's presence with the soil of labour upon my 
hands. See, I am better than you are.'- No one 
could persuade me that you would shrink from 
such a witness. On the contrary, I know that you 
would understand how to prize it. Am I not right, 
Agnes ?" 

Her head had sunk upon her breast ; no sound 
came from her lips, but the tears were dropping 
from her eyelashes. 

" I ought not to waste another word, but simply 
take what is my own," he continued. "Does 
the bird-catcher ask his prisoner for permission 
to keep him? And mine you were from the 
moment when you voluntarily entered my domain. 
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I tell you to your dear lovely face that it was not 
the love of mercy, not the conscientious desire to 
fulfil a promise, that enabled you to overcome your 
maidenly reserve, your injured sense of honour; it 
was the same irresistible force that has kept me 
hopelessly enthralled by you since first I saw you : 
we belong to each other for all eternity. And 
now, Agnes, implacable though you are, will you 
resist me more ?" 

" How can I, when you wrest one weapon after 
another from my hand?" she murmured, and hid 
her face upon his breast. 

They were standing not far from the linden- 
arbour, and it was so quiet throughout the garden 
and beneath its green arch that each single drop 
of water that fell from the boughs above upon 
the stone surface of the table there could be dis- 
tinctly heard. No word from the twain who stood 
clasped in ^each other's arms disturbed the solemn 
silence. 

And then, arm in arm, they walked along the 
path leading through the raspberry hedge to the 
house. They passed by the bed of herbs where 
the young girl, upon the first visit to the farm 
of the lord of the manor, had pulled down her 
sleeves over her bare arms, — ^ enviously,' he main- 
tained. 

" Was it not a little of the Franz pride that made 
a meeting with strangers in your working-dress 
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annoying to you, and determined you to preserve 
the disguise of a servant?" he asked. 

" No ; most certainly not. At first the mistake 
amused me, and I did nothing to explain it ; after- 
wards I held to my disguise because I was deeply 
wounded, bitterly offended : you never should be- 
come acquainted with the despised governess. And 
besides, I had received orders not to lift my 
mask. My uncle was beside himself at the thought 
that the new lord of the manor might suspect the 
bailiff's niece in the girl working in the fields ; 
he made m« promise that I would be upon my 
guard until the lord of the manor had left Hirsch- 
winkel. He is very weak in some respects, poor 
old man !" 

" Vilely ungrateful, you should say," he declared, 
angrily. " And I cannot spare him a lesson on this 
point," he added in an undertone to himself. He 
crossed the yard, and Agnes slipped away from 
him when they came in sight of the windows of the 
dwelling-room, and ran up to her attic to change 
her dress. 

The bailiff had just opened the window of the 
dwelling-room, that he might knock out the ashes 
from his pipe. He did not obser\*e the young girl, 
but instantly hailed the lord of the manor with, 
" Why, here you are all safe and sound ! Allans ! 
come in quickly. My wife has really had fears for 
your life. 
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"There, Sanna! are you content now? Here 
is our young neighbour, in perfect condition, and 
as trim and neat as if he had just stepped out of a 
bandbox," he said, with a laugh, when Herr Mar- 
kus entered the room. " I thought so ; you took 
good care of yourself and are all right, of course. 
Good heavens, that was a storm! And our girl 
never came home until it was over. How could we 
know that she had taken shelter in the forest lodge? 
And when she did come she was without a hat ; 
her hair was dripping, and she was trembling like 
an aspen-leaf. That's not at all her- fashion, you 
must know, — she inherits a soldier's courage from 
her father, — ^but such a storm as that in the forest is 
no joke." 

" I know that from experience : I was in the 
forest myself," said Herr Markus, who had gone 
to the bedside of the invalid to pay his respects 
to her. 

"What the deuce! in the forest? Were you 
possessed of a devil, Herr Markus, to run straight 
into the very jaws of the monster ?" 

" I told you when I saw you awhile ago that I 
was following up certain traces," the lord of the 
manor replied, composedly, " and no time was to be 
lost. I could not wait in any shelter until the rain 
should have obliterated her footsteps. You know 
I went forth to find the maid-servant whom you 
had dismissed." 
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The invalid's hand, which he still held in his, 
trembled perceptibly. 

" Do not fear," he said to her, with a glance of 
admiring respect in his sparkling eyes. " There is 
no cause for anxiety. The way was hard, and I 
had a battle to fight. But I have foxmd her." 

"^ Found her'!" the bailiff repeated, with a 
look of dismay, while the hand that held his pipe 
dropped as if paralyzed at his side. "Herr 
Markus, are you making game of us ?" 

" Dear husband, what a question ?" the invalid 
said, admonishingly. 

"Let me explain," Herr Markus said to her, 
with a smile. "The comedy of errors in which 
I was forced to play a principal part is ended, 
and I should be the last to seek to prolong it. 
It is as I said : I have found the girl. You know 
her and love her, and yet you can hardly know 
how striking are the beauty and nobility of her 
whole appearance, or you would never for an in- 
stant have dreamed that they could be hidden 
beneath the coarse garb of a servant I was irre- 
sistibly attracted by so rare a creature, and, since I 
greatly prefer feminine capacity and energy to the 
conventional habits and opinions of a woman of 
the world, there was nothing to prevent me from 
losing my heart." 

He turned from the bedside and approached the 
bailiff, who had withdrawn to the window, where 
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he seemed to be gazing intently out into the court- 
yard. 

" I was, indeed, firmly resolved, Herr Franz, to 
ask your maid to be my wife. I was told that she 
had been suddenly dismissed, and you yourself em- 
phatically affirmed that this was the fact. There- 
fore it can no longer surprise you that I should 
run straight into the ^ jaws of the monster.' The 
happiness of my life was at stake; it was that, 
for which I went in search. And, as I said, I 
found it ; and yet not as I had imagined it. The 
drama unfolded itself as in a fairy-tale, where 
hero or heroine undergoes a transformation. The 
result is that I must at last apply to you, and I 
beg leave dutifully to ask of you the hand of my 
Agnes." 

" She's the very devil of a girl, acting such a 
romance — the little rogue ! — behind the old people's 
backs without their having a suspicion of it," 
exclaimed the bailiff, with difficulty suppressing 
the evidences of his great embarrassment. " But 
you shall have her, Herr Markus, — you shall have 
her ! You give your consent, Sanna ?" 

" Consent? My dearest husband !" the old Frau 
said, almost choked by her emotion. " Upon my 
knees I thank God for the happiness that he thus 
bestows upon our self-sacrificing child !" 

The bailiff cleared his throat, and, opening the 
door into the hall, called loudly for his niece. In 
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an instant she appeared, fair and lovely, in light 
summer array. She sank on her knees by the in- 
valid's bedside and bowed her beautiful head be- 
neath the withered, trembling hands that were laid 
upon it 

"What a change, my darling!" the old Frau 
whispered, shedding tears of joy. " Surely it is 
like the wooing of Ruth by Boaz." 

" What nonsense you talk, Sanna !" the bailiff 
exclaimed, quite fretfully. "To compare our girl 
with the poor gleaner in the Bible is positively 
ridiculous. Don't be cast down, Herr Markus : 
the state of the exchequer is not so very low. 
Only let my Californian make his appearance " 

Agnes looked up at the lord of the manor with 
trouble and an entreaty for aid in her eyes, and 
the old Frau sank back among her pillows, while 
the bailiff left the room to see, as he said, that 
there was a bottle of wine brought from his cellar 
in honour of the joyful occasion. 

" Ah, what pain it is !" the invalid sighed. " My 
poor boy must come home laden with gold to 
insure a welcome from his father, while I — I 
would give all that remains of my wretched life 
only to see him once mpre, whatever might be his 
condition. But he is no longer living." 

" Your son is alive. You shall see him again, 
and that before many days," Herr Markus assured 
her, bending over her affectionately. " All will be 
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well; cast everything that troubles you upon my 
shoulders." 

"God bless you! God bless you a thousand 
times !" the old Frau said, raising her folded hands 
towards heaven with a look of gratitude that trans- 
figured her pale face. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

" Then all is as it should be," Frau Griebel would 
have said had she been present ; but would it have 
pleased her if this narrative had concluded with 
the Frau Bailiffs blessing ? Hardly ! For, in the 
first place, her maternal pride would have been 
deeply hurt if her Louise were allowed to vanish 
from the scene without any flourish of trumpets ; 
and, moreover, it would really have gone against 
her conscience that the reader should not know 
where and in what manner the Frau Oberforstmeis- 
terin's confirmation gift — ^Louise's pierced ducat — 
was brought to light. Lastly, the worthy soul will 
bestir herself diligently that matters may be ar- 
ranged smoothly and well, and this must not be 
suppressed; all must hear of her exertions: it is 
but just that they should. 

Frau Griebel was standing the day after the 
storm with her daughter in the hall, cutting two 
huge plum-cakes into large pieces, while outside on 
the door-step and under the pear-tree was assembled 
a crowd of village children, their mouths all water- 
ing, looking on eagerly, but respectfully, through 
the wide-open door they dared not enter. The 
white aprons of the ^Frau Steward and the Frau- 
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lein her daughter' fairly shone with cleanliness, 
and the scoured floor of the hall did the same, 
while Hanne, moreover, was standing beside the 
table with a large kitchen-plate in her hand, and 
with a most forbidding frown for any little naked 
foot that should threaten to leave an impression of 
its sole upon the threshold of the door. 

Frau, Fraulein, and servant suddenly looked up 
as two tall figures darkened the doorway. Frau 
Griebel dropped her knife and her little blue eyes 
opened to their widest extent. Yes, that was in- 
deed Herr Markus, the object of her maternal 
solicitude, — ^ her petted foster-child,' as he called 
himself. But how tall, how proud, how happy, 
he looked! And by his side fluttered a white 
dress, and the lovely girl who wore it, and who 
hung upon his arm * as if she had a right there,' 
wore a hat and gray veil upon her dark hair. 
"Worthy Frau Griebel had seen that hat before, — 
in the Tillroda church, in the bailiffs seats ; con- 
sequently, the lady in white must be the bailiff's 
niece, — the gouvemante Fraulein, — and any one to 
whom it was not as clear as sunlight that wedding- 
cake would soon be needed must be blind indeed. 

It was like thunder out of a clear sky. All this 
come to pass behind her back ! It was disgraceful 
to have been so stupid ; but he never should see her 
discomfiture, sly fellow that he was ! She stroked 
down the stiff folds of her apron with both hands, 
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advanced several steps, and made a solemn curtesy 
in token of welcome, while she said significantly, 
pointing to the cake, " That's not it yet, Herr 
Markus." 

He laughed. " No ; we must first celebrate the 
betrothal, as is the good old respectable custom; 
eh, Agnes ?" Then he presented his betrothed, 
and meanwhile Hanne had her hands fiill with 
keeping back the dirty barefooted crowd of children 
who pressed forth to peep at the face of the lovely 
betrothed in the white dress. 

She was not at all * proud.' She immediately 
took off her gloves and helped little Louise to dis- 
tribute the pieces of cake among the children, 
while her lover produced a bundle of keys, and 
shortly afterwards appeared from the cellar with 
an armful of bottles of wine. Every one of the 
children was regaled with a glass of Rhine-wine, 
and the lord of the manor emptied his purse, filled 
with silver, into the hands of his betrothed, that 
she might divide it among the young rogues. And 
as she stood upon the steps surrounded by the 
shouting children, half laughing, half admonishing, 
that order might be preserved, Frau GriebePs 
knowing little eyes never left her for an instant. 
As she slowly sipped the golden wine in her glass 
she watched the ready hands that looked so strangely 
tanned in contrast with the white muslin sleeves. 
Around the white neck, under the lace ruffle, glit- 
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tered a pierced golden coin, and the lovely face, — 
why, had she not herself once said that you might 
search far and wide to find another such? But she 
said nothing, — nothing at all; she only clinked 
glasses with Herr Markus to the health of the 
* sweetheart that he had found,' — referring to his 
words of yesterday, — and thought meanwhile that, 
according to her opinion, he was a lucky fellow. 

And when afterwards she conducted the pair up- 
stairs because Agnes wished to see her old friend's 
apartment, she pointed to the picture of the youth- 
ful Frau Oberforstmeisterin and said, mysteriously, 
" Fraulein Betrothed, that was his first love in 
Hirschwinkel; our young master nearly stared his 
eyes out at that lovely painted curly head: the 
flaxen curls bewitched him." 

" The flaxen curls were the least of the charm, 
my good Griebel," the lord of the manor said, with 
a laugh. " No ; the picture produced its most be- 
witching eflect upon me after I knew somewhat of 
the inner life of that rare woman." Then, turning 
to his betrothed, he said, gravely, " She was so ten- 
der and loving ; to all seeming a weak woman, and 
yet how full of force and energy withal ! Here first 
I met with' this wonderful combination of charac- 
teristics, and it taught me to understand and to 
appreciate you, Agnes." 

The young girl, whose hand he clasped as he 
spoke, had never been in Ilirschwinkel during her 
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old friend's lifetime, — ^the former mistress of the 
manor had eschewed any such interruption of her 
solitude, — but upon the old Fran's visits to Gel- 
. sungen she had learned to know and to prize the 
bailiff's niece and adopted child. The old Frau 
had made many a botanizing excursion there, and 
Agnes had been her constant companion in forest 
and field. 

The girl looked around the pleasant room, the 
walls of which had gazed down upon every stage 
of emotion of a true woman's heart, from the first 
wild outburst of grief to the calm of resignation, 
and her eyes grew moist. Hitherto she had only 
gazed reverently from without towards the bow- 
window ; now she was to come hither to stay : the 
pretty nook was to be her abiding-place until the 
man whom she loved came to carry her to his 
home. 

" Yes, while our departed Frau was living, that 
green-house, the bow-window, always looked to 
me like a jewel-box full of mignonette and violets, 
and at Christmas there were quantities of May- 
flowers and tulips on the window-sill, just like a 
fine conservatory," said Frau Qriebel. "Ah, yes ! 
there was something very peculiar about our old 
Frau; ' genuine poetry' my Louise always calls it. 
But with it all she was as resolute and practical as 
possible.' The useful and the needful were what she 
thought of first. She knew well what was what. 
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But what I wanted to say to you, Herr Markus, 
was that your guests will not have much room to 
skip about up here ; 'tis a little place '* 

" My dear Griebel, do not frighten me. I was 
just about to announce another inmate. The 
bailiff's son has arrived " 

" Eh ? What ? The one from the gold-fields V 

" Yes, he. And he has been ill, and must come 
here to recover. And, of course, I must stay at 
Hirschwinkel myself as long as I can. You must 
manage it somehow." 

" Yes, yes ! it will be all right. I'll put you in 

my sitting-room down-stairs, and up here Well, 

well, leave it all to me." 



CHAPTER XX. 

For some days the shades had been drawn up 
behind the windows in the forest lodge, and the 
Tillroda children, whom an unusually fine crop of 
berries brought to the forest, daily saw the be- 
trothed pair go to visit the forester. The sick man 
was certainly recovering. At first he was much 
depressed. He had hoped never again to meet the 
lord of the manor, who had seen him in so wretched 
a plight. In his last sane moments before his ill- 
ness he had conjured Agnes and the forester to 
betray his presence to no one. He wished to be 
absolutely dead so far as the inmates of the manor- 
house were concerned. Now, however, its kindly 
master came to him every day and helped to nurse 
him, and the cordial fraternal tone that Herr 
Markus adopted towards the poor fellow aided 
him to rise above the sensation of intense humilia- 
tion. What produced the most revivifying effect 
upon him, however, was the announcement that 
the farm had been bestowed upon him for his 
own. From the day when he learned this his body 
seemed to be visibly invigorated and his mind to 
have a fresh accession of strength and energy. 

This regeneration was part of the task of which 
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Herr Markus relieved his Agnes. The part which 
awaited him at the farm gave him infinitely more 
trouble. The bailiff positively would not give up 
an iota of his belief in the California wealth. He 
laughed contemptuously at every doubt that was 
expressed, and his sharp replies testified to his 
belief that any disparaging remarks upon the sub- 
ject were prompted by irritation or envy. When, 
however, on the day when young Franz was first 
allowed to leave the house, the lord of the manor 
announced to the old man that a letter from his 
son had been received by his old playmate the 
forester, the bailiff grew very thoughtful and quiet. 
There was no further capital to be made by the 
braggart out of his * golden boy's' long silence. 
Each day brought the probable return of the son 
nearer, and it was gradually made clear to his 
parents that he was bringing nothing home with 
him save a heart full of filial affection and the firm 
resolve to labour for the support of those whom he 
loved. And now the disposal of the Frau Ober- 
forstmeisterin's legacy brought balm and healing. 

" Well, well, since so it must be, I don't care," 
the bailiff said, at last, half angry, half pleased ; 
while his old wife wept happy tears. 

Meanwhile, there were great changes going on 
with much bustle. From time immemorial there 
had never been such lively days at Hirschwinkel. 
The farm swarmed with labourers. A considera- 
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ble portion of the pine-grove was cleared, the out- 
buildings were torn down, and stones were brought 
for the new house. Brooms and scrubbing-brushes 
were astir at the manor-house ; beds were aired, 
carpets and furniture cleansed, and Frau Griebel 
thanked heaven that on account of the erection of 
some new buildings at the ^Institute' her Louise 
had a very long vacation and could help her. And 
in addition to all this stir packages were arriving 
from Berlin, — a wheeled-chair for the invalid Frau 
and arm-chairs for both the old people ; while later 
— Herr Markus could not but laugh as he helped 
to unpack it — came a piano for the bow-windowed 
room. There it was to remain always, that the 
future Frau Markus might not forego her music in 
her summer visits to Thuringia. 

" Well, well, so it is, you see, Herr Markus : 
mankind is liable to change," Frau Griebel said, 
sagely, with lifted brows, when the fine instru- 
ment was in its place. "The very first hour 
you came you gave me to understand that you 
could not endure piano-playing, and, of course, my 
little girl never dared to touch the keys when you 
were in the house, although I often longed to hear 
one of my favourite pieces. And now you pay your 
money to have the ' rattle-trap' come directly from 
Berlin, and unpack it yourself in the sweat of your 
brow, and puzzle your brains to find out where it 
had better stand so that not one precious note 
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should be lost when it is played upon, and all 
because you love the two hands that are to use it. 
Yes, yes ! I see it all. Well, ^ Roses come with 
spring,' and ^ Needs jnust, even when iron is to be 
bent.' The living ought to be thought of before 
the dead; they inherit the earth, and the dead must 
be content. Good gracious ! if all the world thought 
like you, — ^that is, if every room that had belonged 
to a dead person were to be kept shut up forever 
with everything in it, — ^the world would be nothing 
but a great lumber-room, and mankind would be 
crowded out by rags. I am no monster, and I have 
a decent respect for the memory of the departed ; 
so I have wrapped up the deceased Herr Oberforst- 
meister's dressing-gown with quantities of pepper 
— the moths were in it in perfect bunches — ^and 
packed it up in a chest with all the rest of the 
tattered, faded rubbish. It is standing now, well 
nailed up, in a corner of the garret, and there it 
may stay until the day of judgment : I shall never 
disturb" it. And the nice down-bed upon which 
the Oberforstmeister's baby-boy slept for a couple 
of weeks so many years ago has been beaten and 
aired and put away ; it can be used at any time. 
There! now see how nice and convenient and 
roomy it looks here. For all I care, ten bailiffi' 
sons may come home from the gold-fields." 

As she spoke she opened the suite of rooms on 
the left. And she was right : a more comfortable 
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abiding-place could not be found. Nevertheless, 
the lord of the manor could not but be dismayed at 
the transformation of the rooms, although he had 
unwittingly sanctioned it. 

" It was high time for a reasonable being to in- 
terfere with this tomb," Frau Griebel continued, 
without paying the slightest heed to her young 
master's displeasure. " If our old Frau had had 
those moths flying about her ears, she would have 
been the first to say ' Yes' and ^ Amen' to a thorough 
clearance. Moreover, what would you do if at some 
future time you should want to bring a family to 
Hirschwinkel to pass the summer? Would you 
have fresh young children thrust into corners to 
leave room for the infant who only lived six weeks, 
and who has been mouldering in the grave this 
many a year ? That would be good management." 

This most practical argument produced an in- 
stantaneous effect. Herr Markus silently vacated 
the field. 

This happened on the morning of the day upon 
which the ' bailiff's people' were to move from the 
farm to the manor-house. All was ready for them. 
The bow-window was filled with delidous flowers ; 
wreaths and garlands decorated all the doors and 
windows in the second story; but the dwelling- 
room down-stairs, which was to be Herr Markus's 
asylum for the present, was still in process of 
preparation. 
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Those engaged in it must have been deeply ab- 
sorbed in their work, for when the new inmates 
entered the court-yard, Sultan, it is true, barked 
loudly by way of welcome and the turkeys strutted 
proudly to meet them, but not another living crea- 
ture was to be seen. When, however, the lord of 
the manor entered the hall with his betrothed, the 
door of the dwelling-room flew open, and Frau 
Griebel came waddling out, followed by Louise. 

"A pretty reception!" exclaimed the worthy 
woman. "An instant longer and I should have 
lost the chance of bidding you welcome, and that, 
too, when I meant to make such a fine speech. 
But it is all the fault of this." And she swung 
around in the air the lost ducat on its velvet ribbon. 
" Yes, there it is ; it had got wedged in behind the 
bureau, and when we moved the bureau away to 
make room for your writing-table, Herr Markus, 
the rogue clattered down upon the floor. And 
Hanne insists that Rose, the hussy ! wedged it in 
there herself, that suspicion might fall upon the 
man whom we brought in from the road. Can you 
believe it possible ? The poor fellow had done her 
no harm. " 

" I knew he was no thief," said Louise : " he was 

good and true. Such kind blue eyes " She 

paused suddenly and blushed crimson. On the 
threshold of the hall-door she saw standing a tall, 
slender young man, elegantly dressed and very 
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refined in appearance, whose Bmoothly-shaven face 
at the moment seemed to reflect the blush that 
dyed her own. 

He had conducted the bailiff up the steps. The 
old gentleman stopped to take breath for a moment 
before entering the hall ; then he pinched Louise's 
cheek and presented to her- ^Frau mamma' the 
rather timid and embarrassed-looking young gen- 
tleman beside him as his dear son, who had been 
travelling for a long while to improve himself, as 
was fitting for young men of station, and had 
arrived the day before direct from Bremen. 

Immediately afterwards the wheeled-chair arrived 
before the door. The forester had begged for per- 
mission to bring over the dear invalid, and he now 
took her in his strong arms and carried her up into 
the bow-windowed room, where a plenteous table 
had been laid in honour of the new inmates. 

From this day life in the manor-house passed 
happily indeed. Even the bailiff, rejoicing in the 
change in his manner of existence, moderated his 
antagonistic and dictatorial behaviour, and when 
he indulged in his incorrigible propensity to brag 
and boast the others silently listened: he would 
have choked had such utterance been denied him. 

His son entered with enthusiasm into the duties 
of his position. He put himself to school to 
worthy, honest Peter Griebel. Early and late he 
was in the fields working like a day-labourer, and 
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Peter declared that the farm would soon be * quite 
a different thing.' 

Beneath this sunshine of happiness the old 
Frau, who had been so long confined to her bed, 
revived wonderfully; her physician now gave hopes 
of her complete recovery. Every evening the entire 
circle, to which Farmer Griebel with his wife and 
child now belonged, assembled about her arm-chair 
in the bow-windowed room; there was gay talk 
with good music, and lights often streamed at 
midnight from the windows of the manor-house 
out into the solitude of the forest. 

Herr Markus postponed his departure from week 
to week, and little Louise wished, with touching 
firankness, that the vacation would never be over. 
She played no more marches, but was devoted to 
Mendelssohn's ^ Songs without Words,' and loved 
to sing in her sweet, girlish voice, ^ Would I could 
carve it on each stately stem,' with many another 
passionate outburst of yearning desire and secret 
affection which the great master of harmony has 
clothed in sound. 

No one seemed to think of the strange days 
that had preceded this happy social life; no one 
spoke of them. Even the forester, who was a 
daily visitor, — ^the lord of the manor had delighted 
him by placing the contents of his book-shelves at 
his disposal, — even he was upon his guard, and not 
a word ever escaped him about the time when he 
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had nursed his old playfellow in his house. Herr 
Markus laughed to himself at the thought of how 
entirely the worthy Frau Griebel was mystified, — 
she who prided herself upon knowing ^ a thing or 
two/ She was scarcely behind her daughter in 
naive simplicity with regard to certain affairs. 

On the evening before the positive departure of 
the lord of the manor, who was obliged to go home 
to prepare for his marriage, the entire circle was 
gathered in the bow- windowed room. ' The bailiff, 
his wife, and Peter Griebel were playing whist with 
a dummy, the lovely niece was making the tea, and 
Frau Griebel was cutting bread and butter at a side- 
table, while Louise, seated at the piano, was singing, 
with a depth of expression, ^ My peace is gone, my 
heart is sore,' and young Franz, leaning against the 
opposite wall where he could see her face, was fairly 
devouring her with his eyes. 

The lord of the manor gently touched the elbow 
of the stout little woman at the side-table, and cast 
a laughing glance at the interesting young couple. 

"What would you say, my honoured foster- 
mamma, if on the fifteenth of September two 
couple, instead of one, were to be made happy at 
the Tillroda church V 

"A little too soon, Herr Markus," she said, 
without the slightest surprise, fitting together with 
conscientious exactness two slices of thin bread 
and butter. " My girl is too young, and a good 
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old-fashioned plenishing is not to be completed in 
a hurry; what can you be thinking of? It needs 
time. Otherwise I should be very well pleased. 
He is honest and good; we could not desire a better 
son-in-law. And my Louise? She's fresh and 
sound and capable, and the Griebels' chests and cup- 
boards are not quite empty : my Peter and his old 
wife have not been idlers in their day, and they 
know how to save. Yes, yes ! we old people should 
be well content, but" — she blinked at the lord of 
the manor with a sly smile, and stood upon tiptoe 
to whisper in his ear — "but who in the world 
would have thought it that day when I forced the 
biscuit into that bearded fellow's hand out in the 
road ?" 

Herr Markus could scarcely refrain from a burst 
of laughter. " What ! you have found that out ?" 

" Why, of course, — I and my Louise. And she 
first. She saw through it at a glance ; the Herr 
Bailiff's son might have shaved off his beard ten 
times, 'twould not have blinded her. Just fancy ! 
Louise, that little innocent thing scarcely out of 
the shell yet ! But love sharpens the eyes some- 
times, although it is usually deaf and blind to real- 
ities and sees nothing that it does not actually run 
against; or was the case different with you and the 
bailiff's maid, Herr Markus ?" 

THE END. 
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xamo. Extra cloth. $1.35. i6mo. Paper cover. 60 cts. 



"The airiest and most sparkling 
contribution of the month is a brilliant 
romance by the author of ' Phyllis ' 
It is as full of variety and refreshment 
ss a bright and changeful June morn- 



ing. Its narrative is animated, its 
dialogue crisp and spirited, its tone 
pure and wholesome, and its characters 
are gracefully contrasted."- /Air/rf^« 
Maeazine. 
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GEORGE MACDONALD'S WORKS 
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8vo, Paper cover. $x.oo. Fine cloth. $x.90i. 



**It b the most mature, elaborate, 
and highly-finished work of its dis- 
tinguished author, whose oUier novds 



have had an extraordinanr succeH. 
—PhUatUiphia Evening BulUtim, 



8vo. Paper cover. 75 cents. Pine cloth. $z.95« 



««i 



One of the best of Geor^ Mac- 
donald's novels, stronger in incident 
than his stories are wont to be, and 



not less strong in die delineadon 
character."— JV^irav York Ev. Pctt, 



8vo. Paper cover. 75 cents. Fine cloth. $1.25. 



" The story is one of strong interest 
from opening to conclusion. It is, in 
fact, one of Macdonald's best, and 
there are thousands of readers who 



know how High a recommendadon 1 
to the interest of the story that mean* 
—Detroit Tribune, 



8vo. Paper cover. 75 cents. Pine cloth. $1.95. 



«< 



'An absorbing novel — in some, if 
not in all, respects Macdonald's best ; 
and his novels are among the best of 



our time."— kSs» Francisco AliO'CaU 
i/omia. 



larao. Profusely Illustrated. Extra cloth. $1.95. 



" Mr. Macdonald writes of youthful 
experiences in a way unequalled by 
any other author of the day, and this 



volume is in his best style."— -^^#0 
Post. 



xsmo. Profusely Illustrated. Extra cloth. $1.25. 



" ITils is one of the most attractive 
books for the young published this 
season, in respect botn to contents 



and appearance. It is fascinadng la 
its VDXAwAr—PitUburgh GazetU, 
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8vo. Fine cloth. $1.25. Paper cover. 75 cts. 
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** Deserving the highest praise. . . . 
Its incidents are all pure; it is the 
apotheosis of chivalnc bravery and 
courtesy; and is written in elegant 



English, with a purity of style diat 
U in itself nbcshhig,*'^LattutdU0 
Cffurur-youmal, 



"A good novel in the best sense of the word"'-lMdiam^lit S^mrnmi 



" Will more than ever stamp its I novelists of America, or it may be of 
author as one of the foremost popular | the world." — New York CommercUU 



*' We do not at all wonder that these 
novels are popular. They deserve 
popularity for being precisely what 



they are meant to be and what they 
profess to be." — New York Evemng 
Past, 



"A novel that the most exciting | situations, bright and entertaining.' 
taste will revel in. It is brimful of I — Boston Post, 



" It is a thoroughly readable novel, 
pure and vigorous in tone, with plenty 
of love, romance, and humor, and not 
much ipiost. The plot is worked out 



most skilfully, and will puzsle even tha 
inveterate novel readea."— Z««£ftf//# 
Omrier'^l^mal, 
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A LIBRARY IN ITSELF." 



CHAMBERS'S ENCYCLOP/EDIA, 

A Dictionary of Universal Knowlede^e for 

the People. 

AMERICAN REVISED EDITION, 

Illustrated with numerous Wood Engravings and Maps. In Tea 

Volumes, royal octavo. Bound in various styles, at 

prices ranging from $22.50 upwards. 



The Publishers have the pleasure of announcing* that they have conunded 
the revision of CHAMBERS'S ENCYCLOPiEDIA, and that the work Is 
now complete in Ten Royal Octavo Volumes, of over 800 pages each, illus* 
trated with about 4000 engravings, and in some of the editions embracing Fortt 
Maps ; the whole, it is believed, forming the most complete work of raerence 
extant. 

The design of this work, as explained in the Notice prefixed to the first vol- 
ume, is that of a Dictionary of Universal Knowledge /or the People — not a 
mere collection of elaborate treatises in alphabetical order, but a work to be 
readily consulted as a Dictionary on every subject on which people generally 
require some distinct information. I'he editors confidently point to ^e Ten 
volumes of which it is composed as forming the most Comprehensive — as it 
certainly is the Cheapest — Encyclcp<edia ever issued in the English language. 



m 



AN INTERESTINO WORK. 



CHAMBERS'S BOOK OF DAYS 

A Miscellany of Popular Antiquities In con- 
nection with the Calendar, 

INCLUDING 

ANECDOTE, BIOGRAPHY, AND HISTORY, CURIOSITIES OF 

LITERATURE, AND ODDITIES OF HUMAN 

LIFE AND CHARACTER. 

Revised under the Supervision of Robert Chambers. Profusely 

Illustrated. Two volumes, royal 8vo. Price per Set : Cloth, 

$8.00; Sheep, $9.50; Half calf, gilt extra, $xa.oo. 



THIS WORK CONSISTS OP 

I. Matters Connected with the Church Calendar. 
II. Phenomena Connected with the Seasonal Changes. 

III. Folk-Lore of the United Kingdom : namely, Popular Notions and 

Observances Connected with Times and Seasons. 

IV. Notable Events, Biographies, and Anecdotes Connected with 

the Days of the Year. 
V. Articles of Popular Archseology, of an entertaining character, tend- 
ing to illustrate the Progress of Civilization, Manners, Literattu« 
and Ideas. 
VI. Curious Fugitive Pieces and Inedited Pieces. 



PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT 6f CO. 

A Work of Great Value to every Reader and Student 

of the Bible. 



Tbe Englislinian's Critical anH Emository 
BIBLE CYCLOPiCDIA. 

By the Rev. A. R. FAUSSET, A.M., 

y&M author ^the ** Critical and Experimental Commentary** etc. 

With more than 600 Illustrative Woodcuts from Photographs, CoinSy 

Sculptures, etc. Quartb. 750 pages. Price, cloth, $5.00; 

library sheep, $6.00 ; half Turkey, $7.00. 



The aim of this work is to put within the reach of all Bible students, learned 
and unlearned alike, the fruits of the latest modem criticism and research, and 
at the same time set forth briefly and suggestively Uiose doctrinal and experi- 
mental truths which the written word it&elf contains. 



" We recommend it with confidence 
as a volume for the library and as an 
aid in the study of the Bible." — In- 
dependent. 

"A vast storehouse of Scriptural 
information in a most compact and 
accessible form." — Messenger. 

** A storehouse for those who teach 



and those who would themselves be 
taught in all Biblical matters." — ^tV- 
<oPal Register. 

*' More nearly realizes our ideal of a 
Bible Dictionary for all classes than 
anything that has ever come under our 
observation." — Lutheran and Mis' 
nonary. 
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A MAGNIFICENT AND UNRIVALLED WORK. 



35rEVr "V^RIOE-TTD^ EDITIOlSr 



OP 



SHAKESPEARE. 

Edited by HORACE HOWARD FURNESS. 

*li large 8vo volumes. Superfine toned paper. Fine cloth. Uncut 

edges. Gilt top. $4.00 per volume. 



In this New Variorum edition of Shakbspbarb will be found : 

First. — On the same page with the text, a collation of the ancient copiei^ 
folio and quarto, and of the majority of modern critical editions. 

Secondly. — ^The notes (also on the same page with the text) of all the editors 
whose texts are collkted, together with other notes, emendations, conjectures, 
and comments. 

Thirdly. — In an appendix will be found reprints of the early quartos ; also, 
criticisms and iilustrauons. 



Now Ready.— ROMEO AND JULIET, MACBETH, HAMLBT, 

KINO LEAR. 
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J. B. IIFPINCOTT & Ca'S DICTIONABISS 



OP THB 

French, German, and Spanish Languag^es. 

CONTANSEAU'S PRACTICAL DICTIONARY OP THB FRENCH 

and English Languages. Composed from the French dictionaries of the 
Academy, Boiste, Bescherelle, etc., and from the best Engli^ dictionaries^ 
followed by abridged vocabularies of geographical and mythological names. 
By Lbon Contansbau. Crown 8vo. Extra cloth. I2.50. 

CONTANSEAU*S POCKET DICTIONARY OP THB FRENCH 
and English Languages. By Lbon Contansbau. z8mo. Extra cloth. 
^x.50. TourUf s Edition, a volumes. 33mo. Cloth flexible. Incase. $1.75. 

LONGMAN'S POCKET DICTIONARY OP THB GERMAN AND 

English Languages. By F. W. Longman, Ballioi College, Oxford. x8mo. 
Extra cloth. $1.50. Tpurisft Edition, a volumes. 3amo. Qoth flexible. 
In case. $1.75. 

remarkably compendious, and the aiw 
rangement is clear." — London Aiht» 
nttum. 



"We have not seen any pocket 
dictionary (German and English) that 
can bear comparison with this. It is 



NEUMAN AND BARETTI'S POCKET DICTIONARY OP THB 

Spanish and English Languages. Compiled fix>m the last improved edition. 

i8mo. Extra cloth. $1.50. 

■ f > 

AKNOTATED POSHS OF ENGMSE AUTHOBS. 

BOITBD BY THB 

Rev* EDWARD T. STEVENS, M.A. Oxford, 

and Rev. DAVID MORRIS, B.A. I«ondoB« 

16mo. With Illustrations. Bound in cloth, limp. 



THIS SERIES INCLUDES: 

GRAY'S ELEGY IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. Price, 30 cents. 
COWPBR'S TASK. Book I. THE SOFA. Price, 35 cents. 
GOLDSMITH'S DESERTED VILLAGE. Price, 30 cents. 
SCOTT'S LADY OP THE LAKE. Canto I. Price, 35 cents. 
GOLDSMITH'S TRAVELLER. Price, 35 cents. 

2%oa6ov* Seritsdound in OnkYowmk, Ulustrattd, lOtno, 

Extra cloth, ^joo. 



" It is a good work well done, and 
we cannot commend the little volume 
too earnestly to the attention of teach- 
ers who are wise enough to appreciate 
the need there is for giving a lareer 
and better place to English classic lit- 
erature than it now has in our schemes 



of education."— iVm Yorh Evemng 
Post. 

"The growing interest manifested 
in all our American schools in the 
study of the English classics will make 
these little volumes eminently useful." 
— New England youm. qf Education, 
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Oondensations of the Works and Lives of the Great Modem Writerii 
NOW PUBLISHINO. 

FOBHGN CLASSICS WWM BEABSBS. 



16mo. 



Edited by Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Extra cloth. $1.00 per volume. 



Ihe purpose of this series is to present in a convenient and attractive form ■ 
synopsis of the lives and works of the great writers of Europe — who they were 
and what they wrote. 

VOLUMES NOW READY. 

5. GOETHE.^ _ 9. SCHILLER. 



t. DANTE. 

a. VOLTAIRE. 
3. PASCAL. 

4. PETRARCH. 

OTHER VOLUMES XN PREPARATION. 



6. MOLlkRE. 
7. MONTAIGNE. 
8. RABELAIS. 



zo. CALDERON. 
iz. CERVANTES. 



" Should find a wide field of circula- 
tion, and should not fail of reaching 
young students at least. No reader of 
taste can find these anything but de- 
lightful works, and well worthy his 
attention." — Boston Ev. Traveller. 

"The idea of presenting in this 
cheap and popular form the character- 



istics, the sketch of the lives, and 
analysis of the writings of the great 
authors of a past generation, so as to 
make the puolic uimiliar with their 
best works, and the leading events of 
their lives, is an excellent one, and has 
so far been well carried out." — Chicago 
Advance. 



NOW COMPLETEID. 

ANCONT CLASSICS M ENGLISH BSADEBS. 

Edited by Rev. W. LUCAS COIiLINS. 

28 volumes. Small 12mo. Fine cloth. $1.00 each. 

The aim of the present series will be to explain, sufficiently for general 
readers, who these great writers were, and what they wrote ; to give, wher- 
ever possible, some connected ouUine of the story which they tell, or the facts 
which they record, checked by the results of modem investigations ; to present 
some of their most striking passages in improved English translations, and to 
illustrate them generally from modern writers ; to serve, in short, as a popular 
letrospect of the chief literature of Greece and Rome. 



X. Homer's Iliad. xx. Pliny. 

a. Homer's Odyssey, xa. Euripides. 

3. Herodotus. X3. Juvenal. 

4. Caesar. X4. Aristophanes. 

k. Virgil. X5. Hesiod and The- 

o Horace. ognis. 



ao. Greek Antholonr. 
ax. Livy. 
as. Ovid. 

33. Catullus,TibuIlus« 

and Propertius. 

34. Demosthenes. 



7. JBschylus. z6. Plautus and Terence, as. Aristotle. 

ao. Thucydides. 



8. Xenophon. 

9. Cicero, 
to. Sophocles. 



X7. Tacitus. 
x8. Lucian. 
xg. Plato. 



ay. Lucretius. 
a8. Pindar. 



«< 



Each successive issue only adds to 
our appreciation of the learning and 
skill with which this admirable enter- 
prise of bringing the best classics 
within easy reach of English readers 



is conducted."— iVirtv York Inde^en^ 
dent. 

*' One of the most ingenious and 
successful literary enterprises of tbs 
day." — Every Saturday, 
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Architectural Works. 



SLOAFS aOMSSTEAI AGCSITSCTDSI. 

CoDUlDlnE Party Damlgns for VUUi, CMlagea, and Parm Hoiuei, 

with Sasaya on Style, Coniunction, Landiwpe 

OardcDlnc, Purnlturii, etc 

[QiBtnicd w[th oner ids EngrnTingi. By Sahdu. Sloan, Aicbiwct. 
Second lulUian. 8vd. Eiuil cloth, fj.ja. 

aOSSS'S SIRU ASCHITDCTCSH. 

iDg DBBisns a 
b aubuiban ■ 
With Rula lor Critic!: 



SLOAN'S COlTSrBUCriVS: ABCHirSCTUSS. 

A Qulde to the Prictlcal Builder and Mechaalc. 

lo which !• contained a Seriei at Dalgn< Ibr Doris, Rooft, Splrci, Ih 
InMrioT Construciion and Finish of Bayi, Window Sliuiiin, Sliding Doon 
etc. lUiutnued by M PUtei, Wiih Eiplanatory Text. By Samuu. Sloai 
Architect, Quulo. Ciolh. |;.50. 



cm AN]3 SUBUBEAIT ABCHITECTUBE. 



THE UOBEL ARCHITECT. 



Accompinla) by Bxplwudoni, Specinutioiu. Eitimatei, and Elibonte 
Delaiti. With 91D Plates, IbemajoKty of which arc handsomely colored. By 
Sauubi. Sloan, Architect. Two volumei. Imperial qiujto. Halt Turkey 



PUBLICATIONS OF J, B. LIPPING OTT 6f CO. 

» • ■ 

OUIDA'S POPULAR NOVELS. 

lamo. 

Extra cloth, $1.25 per volume ; Paper covers, 50 and 60 cents eacht 
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GRANVILLE DE YIGNE ; 

Or, Held in Bondage. A Tale of the Day. 

•* This is one of the most powerful I present century, so prolific in light 
and spicy works of fiction which the | literature, has produced.'* 



STRATHMORE ; 

Or, Wrought by His Own Hand. 

"It is a romance of the intense 
school, but it is written with more 
I>ower, fluency, and brilliancy than the 



works of MissBraddon and Mrs.Wood, 
while its scenes and characters are taken 
from high life." — Boston Transcript. 



CHANDOS. 

" Those who have read 'Granville de 
Vigne' and ' Strathmore' will be sure to 



read Chandos. It is characterized by 
the same gorgeous coloring of style 



and somewhat exaggerated portraiture 
of scenes and characters, out it is a 
story of surprising power and interest." 
— PUisburgh Evening Chronicle. 



PUCK. 

His Vicissitudes, Adventures, Observations, Conclusions, Friend- 
ships, and Philosophies. 

" Its quaintness will provoke laugh- I character is kept up unabated." — AU 
ter, while the interest in the central | bany yournal. 

IDALIA. 



It is a story of love and hatred, 
of affection and jealousy, of intrigue 
and devotion. . . We think this novel 
will attain a wide popularity, especially 



among those whose refined taste en« 
ables them to appreciate and enjov 
what is truly beautiful m literature. 
— Albany Evening yournal. 



TRICOTRIX. 

With Portrait of the Author from an Engraving on SteeL 



" The book abounds in beautiful sen* 
timent, expressed in a concentrated, 
compact style which cannot fail to be 



attractive, and will be read with pleas- 
ure in every household."— \Sa« Fran* 
Cisco Times. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

" Like all her books, it is intense and terly in characterization."— ^^x/^m 



passionate ; absorbing in plot and mas- 



yburnal. 



IN A WINTER CITY. 



" It is brilliant and characteristic." 
—Philadelphia Press. 
** This is one of the most fascinating 



of the recent works of this undent* 
ably powerful novelist." — New Haven 
yournal and Courier. 



UNDER TWO FLAGS. 

A Story of the Household and the Desert. 



•• This is probably the most popular 
work of ' Ouida.' It is enough of itself 
to establish her fame as one of the 



most eloquent and graphic writers of 
fiction now living." — Chicago yournal 
of Commerce. 
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OUIDA'S POPULAR NOVELS. 

19liio« 

Extra cloth, $1.25 per volume } Paper covers, 50 and 60 cants each. 
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The many works already in print 
by this versatile authoress have estab- 
lished her reputation as a novelist, and 
these short stories contribute largely 



BEATRICE BOY^iLE, 

And Other Stories. 

to the stock of pleasing narratives and 
adventures alive to the memories of all 
who are given to romance and fiction.*' 
— Niew Haven journal. 



PASCAREL. 

" A charming novel, far in advance 
of ' Ouida's' earlier novels." — London 
Atktnaum. 

ARIADNE. 



" It is masterly as a romance."— 
London Spectator, 



** As full of charm as any of its pre- 
decessors. It is equal in style and 
interest to ' Under 1 wo Flags/ which 



is about the highest praise that can be 
given to a novel."— >Sf. Louis Giobe- 
Democrat, 



t€ 



MOTHS. 

Deserves to take rank by the side of the best of her previous novels."— 
Ckicag^o Evening yournal. 

SIGNA. 

" * Signa' is a very exciting and 



absorbing novel." — Boston Saturday 
Evening Gazette. 

*' The story is intensely dramatic, 
and most vividly appeals to the sym- 



pathy of a lover of the warmer order 
of literature. It is sufficient to say that 
it's ' Ouida's.' for no one ever wrote 
as she wrote. — Boston Traveler, 



BEBEE ; 

Or, Tvtro Little Wooden Shoes. 
" One of the most tenderly beautiful 
stories we ever read." — Boston Liter- 
ary IVorld. 



Simplicity and pure nature, un- 

FOLLE-FARINE. 



marred by sensationalism of any kind, 
make the story as excellent as anything 
* Ouida' has yrntttn."—PhitadetpAia 
North American. 



" This work fully sustains the writer*s 
previous reputation, and may be num- 



bered among the best of her works."^ 
Troy Times. 



RANDOLPH GORDON, 

And Other Stories. 



" Our word for it, it is full of sparkle, 
dramatic situation, and sharp charac- 
terization. We have never yet seen a 



dull page from ' Ouida.' "— iVirw Ot 
leans Picayune. 



CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S GAGE, 

And Other Stories. 

A LEAF IN THE STORM, 

And Other Novelettes. With Two Illustrations. 8voi Paper cover. 50 cents. 
" Those who look upon light litera- pleasure and satisfaction.**—Ai/ifi>Mf^ 
ture as an art will read these tales with Gazette. 



PUBLICATIONS OF J. B. LIPPINCOTT <&• CO. 



THE WORKS OF E. MARLITT. 

TBANSLATED BT HBS. A. L. WISTEB. 
l^xno. Sxtra ClotK. S^aoh. $1.50. 

IN THE SCHILLINGSCOURT. 

"This book is the best of its author's I ness, and interest." — Boston Saturday 
works, in respect to strength, vivid- | Eveuit^ Casette. 

AT THE COUNCILLOR'S; 

Ox, .^ 2T.^^^BXiBSS Z3:ZS'Z'OZ&'Z'. 



terizes human romance in Germany.* 
— Worcester Spy. 



" Pure in tone, elegant in style, and 
overflowing with the tender and open- 
ly expressed sentiment which charac- 

THE STECOND WIFE. 

" A German story of intense interest romance . of that country." — Wask^ 
by one of the best-known writers of ington Chronicle. 

THE OLD MAM'SELLE'S SECRET. 

the dramatic unity of Reade, and the 
graphic power of George Eliot."— 
Columbus t OhiOf yournai. 



" It is one of the most intense, con- 
centrated, compact T ovels of the day. 
. . . And the work has the minute 
fidelity of the author of the ' Initials,' 



GOLD ELSIE. 

•* 'Gold Elsie' is one of the loveliest " A charming hook. It absorbs your 



heroines ever introduced to the pub 
lie." — Boston Advertiser 



attention from the title-page to the 
end."— T'A/ Chicago Home Circle. 



THE LITTLE MOORLAND PRINCESS. 



■•'A charming story." — New York 
Observer. 

" The plot is admirably contrived." 
— Philadelphia Evening Bulletin. 



** Delightful for the exquisite mannei 
in which its characters are drawn."— 
Boston Evening Traveller, 



COUNTESS GISELA. 



*' One of the very best of its class, 
and is a genuine representation of 
court, burgher, and rural life in Ger- 
many. The translation is spirited and 
faithful."— Philadelphia Press. 



*' There is more dramatic power m 
this than in any of the stories by the 
same author that we have read."— 
N. O. Times. 



Translated by Mrs. Elfirard. 
OVER YONDER. 

Fifth Edition. 8vo. With fuii-page liiustration. Paper 30 Cents. 



•* • Over Yonder' is a charming novel- 
ette. The admirers of Old Mam'selle^s 
Secret' will give it a glad reception, 
while those who are ignorant of the 



merits of this author will find in it & 
pleasant introduction to the works of 
a gifted writer." — Daily Sentinel 



MAGDALENA. 

Together with <*THE LONELY ONES/* by Paul Heyse. 

Fifth Edition. 8vo. With two fuii-page Illustrations. Paper. 35 Cents. 
" Paul Heyse's * Lonely Ones' is an 



idyl — a perfect little picture in its 



jray. 



' — Baltimore Statesman 



" Both of these stories are exceed- 
ingly clever and entertaining."— i?2V>i^ 
mond Enquirer, 
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The " Wide, Wide World'' Series. 

The Works of the Hisses Warner. 

THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD, zamo. Two Steel Plates. 694 
pages. Fine cloth. ^1.75. 

QUEECHY. zamo. Two Illustrations. 806 pages. Fine doth. #1.75. 

THE HILLS OP THE SHAl EMUC. xamo. 516 pages. 
Fine cloth, ^x.75. 

MY BROTHER'S KEEPER, zamo. 385 pages. Fine doth. 
$1.50. 

DOLLARS AND CENTS, zamo. szs pages. Fine cloth. Iz.75. 

DAISY, zamo. 815 pages. Fine cloth. * ^z. 75. 

SAY AND SEAL. zamo. 10x3 pages. Fine doth. Iz.75. 



^ Complete sets of the above volumes, bound in uniform style, can be 
obtained^ Put up in neat boxes. 

The sale of thousands of the above volumes attests their popularity. They 
sure stories of unusual interest, remarkably elevated and natural in tone and 
sentiment, full of refined and healthy thought, and exhibiting an intimate and 
accurate knowledge of human nature. 
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Three Powerful Romances^ 

By Wilhelmiiie Ton Hillem. 

ONLY A GIRL. From the German. By Mrs. A. L. Wistbr. 

xamo. Fine cloth. $1.50. 

This is a charming work, charmingly written, and no one who reads it 
can lay it down without feeling impressed with the superior talent of its 
gifted author. 

BY HIS OWN MIGHT. From the German. By M. S. zamo. 
Fine cloth. I1.50. 

" A story of intense interest, well wrought," — Boston Commonwealth, 

A TWOFOLD LIFE. From the German. By M. S. zamo. 
Fine cloth. $1.50. 

" It is admirably written, the plot is interesting and well devdoped, the style 
▼igorous and \iCd\Va.y." ^Boston Saturday Evening Gazette, 
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Two Charming Novels^ 

By the Author of " The Initials." 

QUITS. By the Baronbss TAtrrPHCBUs. lamo. Fine cloth. I1.75. 
AT ODDS. By the Baroness Tautphoevs. lamo. Fine cloth. $x,j$. 
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BUL^WER'S NOVELS. 



Each Complete 

The Caxtons. 

Pelham. 

Eugene Aram* 

The Last of the Parous* 

Lucretia. 

Devereux. 

The Last Days of Pompeii* 

Rieuzi. 

Godolphiu* 

A Strauge Story* 

Kenelm Chilliugly* 

Each Complete 

My Novel. What 



in One Volume. 

Night and Morning. 

Ernest Maltravers. 

Alice* 

Zanoni. 

Harold. 

Leilay Pilgrims of the 

Rhine, and Calderon. 
Paul Clifford. 
The Disowned. 
The Parisians. 
Pausaniasy the Spartan. 

in Two Volumes, 

Will He Do With It? 



■ im I 



THE LORD LYTTON EDITION: 

Complet* in 2$ Volumes. Large zamo. With Frontispiece. Extra 
Cloth, Black and Gilt, $1.25. Price per Set, $31.25. 



"We know of no series so desirable 
in every respect as this." — Phitadel- 
phia Evening Bulletin. 

" It makes one of the most attractive 



and valuable series to be found in any 
library for reading in distinction from 
reference. It is at once handsome and 
cheap." — Chicago Evening journal. 
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THE GLOBE EDITION. 

Complete in 45 Volumes. Printed on Tinted Paper. i6mo. With 
Frontispiece. Fine Cloth, $z.oo. Price per Set, $35/)0. 



"We have more than once com- 
mended the Globe as the best edition 
of Bulwer accessible to American 
teaden." — Cincinnali Gasette, 



. . . "The convenient size, beau- 
tiful style, and cheapness of this edition 
is worthy the attention of book-buy* 
fst%r ^Pittsburgh Gazttte, 
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LIBRARY EDITION. 

Complete in 47 Volumes. Large Type. Fine Tinted Paper, zamoi 
Extra Cloth, $x.oo. Price per Set, $47.00. 



EACH NOVEL SOLD SEPARATELY. 



PUBLICATIONS OF J, B. LIFPINCOTT &» CO, 

COMPLETE IN FIFTEEN VOLUMES. 

■ <■» 

THE 

NEW STANDARD EDITION 

OP 

PRESCOTT'S WORKS 

WITH THE 

Author's Latest Corrections and Additions. 

BDITBD BY 

JOHN FOSTER KIRK. 

nm 

AS follows: 

HISTORY OF FERDINAND AKTD ISABEIiI«A. 

Three Volumes. 

HISTORY OF THE COJVqVEST OF BIEXICO. 

Three Volumes. 

HISTORY OF THE COHTqUEST OF PERr. 

Two Volumes. 

HISTORY OF THE REIGlf OF PHILIP II. 

Three Volumes. 

HISTORY OF THE REIGM OF CHARLES T. 

Three Volumes. 

PRESCOTT'S MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 

One Volume. 
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This Edition is Illnstrated with Maps, Plates, and Engravings. 

Price per volume , i2mo, in fine English cloth, with black and gold orua^ 
mentation, $2.00: library sheep, $2. SO: half calf, gilt back, 43^. 
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"Tt would be difficult to point out 
among any works of living historians 
the equal of those which have pro- 
ceeded from Mr. Prescott's pen."— 
Harper* s Magazine. 

" We would gladly do our share to- 
wards making acknowledgment of the 
debt of gratitude we all owe to Messrs. 
Lippincott & Co. for the superb and 
even monumental edition of the Works 
of William H. Prescott, which they 



have at last brought to completion.*'— 
New York Christian Union. 

" The typography, indeed the entire 
mechanical execution, of these books 
is exquisite: and we unhesitatingly 
pronounce the series not only the best 
edition of Prescott's Works ever pub- 
lished, but one of the handsomest set 
of books the American press has given 
us."— Boston journal. 



PUBLICATIONS OF J. 8, LIPPINCOTT A* CO. 



Popular Standard Works, 

OF THE MOST APPROVED EDITIONS. 

■ ■■<>»■ 

ANCIENT CLASSICS FOB ENGLISH BEABESS. 

Embracing the Distingubhed Authors of Greece and Rome. Edited faf 
Rev. W. L. Collins, ao vols. x6mo. Cloth. $z.oo per vol. In set of !• 
vols, in box. Extra cloth. $15.00. 

BI6EL0WS LIFE OF BENJAMIN FBANEXIN. 

Written by himself (Franklin). Edited from Original Manuscripts, printoQ 
Correspondence, and other Writings. Bjr Hon. John Bigblow. 3 vols. 
With Portrait. Crown 8vo. Extra doth. $7.50. 

FOBSTEB'S LIFE OF CHABLES BICKENS. 

Bjr John Forstkr, author of " Life of Goldsmith," etc. With Sted E»- 
gravings and Fac-Similes. 3 vols. lamo. Extra cloth. $6.00. 

HAZLITT'S LIFE OF NAPOLEON BUONAFABTE. 

Illustrated with 100 Fine Steel Engravings. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Fine 
doth, extra. $7.50. Cheap Edition. 3V0U. lamo. Cloth. ^.50. 

PBESCOTT'S COMPLETE WOBKS. 

New and Revited Edition. Edited by J. Fostbs Kirk. 15 vols. xaoMi. 
With Portraits from Steel, and Maps. I* ine cloth, extra. $2.95 per vol. 

BULWEB*S NOVELS. 

Com]^lete in 35 volumes. With Frontispieces. The Globe Edition. i6mo. 
Bound in fine cloth. $x.oopervol. The Lord Lytton Edition, zamo. Fine 
cloih, extra. $1.25 per vol. 

DICEENS*S WOBKS. 

The Standard lUnatrated Edition, Complete in 30 vols. 8vo. Fine cloth, 
extra. 13.00 per vol. The Charles Dichens Edition. Illustrated. z6 vols. 
i2mo. Fine cloth. $z6.oo per set. Diamond Edition, Illustrated. 14 vols. 
i6mo. Paper cover. 35 cents per vol. 

LANDOB'S WOBKS. 

The Works of Walter Savage Landor. New Edition, Edited by Job* 
FoRSTBR. 8 vols. With Portraits. Crown 8vo. Cloth. $33.oa 

ADBISON'S COMPLETE WOBKS. 

Edited^ with Notes, by Prof. Grbrnb. With Portrait on ^ted. 6 vok 
lamx Cloth. I9 00. 

BTBON'S COMPLETE POETICAL WOBKS. 

Edited by Thomas Moorb. Illustrated with Sted Plates. 4 vols, lamo 
line cloth, extra. $10.00. 

KIBK'S HISTOBT OF CHABLES THE BOLB, 

Duke of Burgundy. By John Fostbr Kirk. 3 vols. 8vo. Fine dod 
>9.oo. 

BANBALL'S LIFE OF THOMAS JEFFEBSON. 
By Hbnrt S. Randall, LL.D. In 3 vols. 8vo. Qoth. $zo.oo. 



The above Works aro alto bound In a variety of handsome extra elgflee 



PUBLICATIONS OF J, B. LIPPINCOTT ^ CO. 



TALUABLE VOBKS OF BPEBENCi 



M > 



Lippincott's Pronouncing Biographical Dictionary. 

Containing complete and concise Biographical Sketches of th« 
Eminent Persons of all Ages and Countries. By J. THOMAS^ 
A.M., M.D. Imperial 8vo. Sheep. ^15.00. 2 vols. Cloth. 
I22.00. 

Allibone's Critical Dictionary of Autliors. 

A Dictionary of English Literature and British and Americaii 
Authors, Living and Deceased. By S. AUSTIN Allibone, LLJ>« 
3 vols. Imperial 8vo. Extra cloth. ^22.50. 

Lippincott's Pronouncing Gazetteer of tlie World. 

A Complete Geographical Dictionar}\ New Edition of l88o» 
Thoroughly Revised. Royal 8vo. Sheep. ^10.00. 

Aiiibone's Dictionary of Prose Quotations. 

By S. Austin Allibone, LL.D. With Indexes. 8vo. Extra 
cloth. ^5.00. 

Aiiibone's Dictionary of Poetical Quotations. 

By S. Austin Allibone, LL.D. "V^th Indexes. 8vo. Extra 
cloth. ^5.00. 

Chambers's Encyclopsedia. 

Americaa BeviMd Sdition. 
A Dictionary of Useful Knowledge. Profusely Illustrated with 
Maps, Plates, and Woodcuts. 10 vols. Royal 8vo. 

Chambers's Book of Days. 

A Miscellany of Popular Antiquities connected with the Cal« 
endar. Profusely Illustrated. 2 vols. 8vo. Extra doth. ^8.00. 

Dictionary of Quotations, 

From the Greek, Latin, and Modem Languages. With aa 
Index. Crown 8vo. Extra cloth. ^2.00. 

Furness's Concordance to Shakespeare's Poems. 

An Index to Every Word therein contained, with the Completf 
Poems of Shakespeare. 8vo. Extra cloth. ^4.00. 

Lempriere's Classical Dictionary. 

Containing all the Principal Names and Terms relating to 
Antiquity and the Ancients, with a Chronological Table. Svob 
Sheep. I3.75. i6mo. Cloth. I1.50. 



The abuve Works are also bound In a variety of handsome extra tiylf 
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